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CHAPTER I. 

' A FBIBND IN NEED.' 

{UMAM nature is weak, and we are 
told there are mixed motives to be 
found even in the holiest actions. 
Mr. Dnimmond never could be brought to 
acknowledge even to himself the reason why 
he took BO much pains to compose his sermon 
for that Sunday. Without possessing any 
special claim to eloqnence, he had always 
been earnest and painstaking, bestowing much 
labour on the construction and finish of his 
sentences, which were in consequence more 
elaborate than original. At times, when he 
VOL. n. 21 
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took less pains and was simpler in style, he 
seldom failed to satisfy his hearers. His voice 
was pleasant and weU modulated, and his 
delivery remarkably quiet and free from any 
tricks of gestures. 

Bat on this occasion his subject bafSed 
him ; he wrote and re-wrote whole pages, 
and then grew discontented with his work. 
On the Sunday in question he woke with the 
conviction that something out of the common 
order of events distinguished the day from 
other days ; but even as this thought crossed 
his mind he felt ashamed of himBelf, and was 
in conseqnence a little more dictatorial than 
nsaal at the breakfast-table. 

The inhabitants of Hadleigh were well 
accustomed to the presence of strangers in 
their church. In the season there was a 
regular influx of visitors that filled the 
lodging-houses to overflowing. Hadleigh had 
always prided itself on its geutihty. As a 
watering-place it was select and exclusive, 
only the upper, middle classes, and a sprink- 
ling of the aristocracy, were the habitual 
frequenters of the Uttle town. It was too 
quiet ; it off'ered too few attractions to draw 
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the crowds that flocked to other places. Mr. 
Drommoud's congregation was well used by 
this time to see new faces in the strangers' 
pew; nevertheless a little thrill of something 
like surprise and excitement moved a few of 
the younger members as Kan and her sisters 
walked down the aisle, with their mother 
following them. 

' The mother is almost as good-looking as 
her danghters,' thonght Oolonel Middleton, 
as he regarded the gronp through his gold- 
monnted eyeglasses ; and Miss Middleton . 
looked np for an instant from her prayer-book. 
Even Mrs. Cheyne ronsed from the gloomy 
abstraction which was h^r usual approach to 
devotion, and looked long and cnrionsly at 
the three girlish faces before her. It was 
refreshing even to her to see anything so 
fresh and bright-looking. 

Nan and her sisters were perfectly oblivious 
of liie sensation they were making. Nan's 
pretty fEice was a trifle cloaded ; the strange 
snrronndings, the sight of all those people 
unknown to them, instead of the dear, familiar 
&ces that had always been before her, gave 
the girl a dreary feeling of oppression and 
21—2 
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dismay. Her voice qnavered audibly as she 
sang, one or two drops fell on her prayer-book 
as she essayed to join in the petitions. 

' Why was there not a special clauae in 
the Litany for those who were perplexed and 
in poyerty ? It is not only from murder and 
sudden death one need pray to be delivered,' 
thought Nan, with mach sinking of heart. 
Oh, how helpless they were — bo young, and 
only girls, with a great unknown world before 
tiiem, and Dick away, ignorant of their worst 
troubles, and too youthful a knight to win his 
spurs and pledge himself to their service I 

Nan's Bweet downcast face drew many eyes 
in the direction of the great square pew in 
which they sat. Fhillis intercepted some of 
these looks, as her attention insensibly 
wandered during the service. It was wrong — 
terribly wrong, of course,* but her thoughts 
would not concentrate themselves on the 
lesson the young Vicar was reading in his 
best style. She was not heavy-hearted like 
Nan ; on the contrary, little thrills of excite- 
ment, of impatience, of repressed amusement, 
pervaded her mind, as she looked at the 
strange faces round her. * They would not 
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be long Btrange,' she thought ; * some of 
them would be her neighbours. "What would 
they say, all these people, when they 

inew ' and here Phillis held her breath 

a moment. People were wondering even now 
who they were. They had dressed them- 
selves that morning, rehearsing their parts, as 
it were, with studied simplicity. The gown 
Nan wore was as inexpensive as a gown could 
be — her hat was a model of neatness and 
propriety ; nevertheless, Phillis groaned in 
spirit as she glanced at her. Where had she 
got that style ? She looked like, a young 
princess who was playing at Arcadia. Wonld 
people ever dare to ask her to work for 
them ? Would they not beg her pardon, and 
cry shame on themselves for entertaining such 
a thought for a moment ? Phillis almost 
envied Nan, who was shedding salt tears on 
her prayer-book. She thought she was 
absorbed in her devotions, while her own 
thoughts would wander so sadly ; and then a 
handsome face in the opposite pew attracted 
her attention. Surely that must be Mrs. 
Cheyne, who lived in the White House near 
them, of whom Man had talked — the poor 
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woman who had lost hasband and children, 
and who lived in solitary state. The sermon 
had now commenced, bat PhilHs tomed a 
deaf ear to the sentences over which Mr. 
Drummond had expended so mnch labonr; 
her attention wae riveted by the gloomy, 
beaatifol face before her, which alternately 
attracted and repelled her. 

As thongh disturbed by some magnetic in- 
flnence, Mrs. Cheyne raised her eyes slowly 
and looked at PhiUie. Something in the 
girl's keen-eyed glance seemed to move her 
strangely. The colour crept into her pale 
face, and her lip quivered ; a moment after- 
wards she drew down her veil and leaned 
back in her seat, and Phillis, somewhat 
abashed, endeavoured fimitlessly to gather up 
the threads of the sermon. 

' There, it is over I We have made oar 
deHt,' she said, a Httle recklessly, as they 
walked back to Beach House, where Mrs. 
Challoner and Dolce were still staying. And 
as Nan looked at her, a little shocked and 
mystified by this unusual flippancy, she con- 
tinued in the same excited way : 

' Was it not strange Mr. Drummond choos- 
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ing that text, " Consider the lilies" ? He 
looked at QB ; I am Bore he did, mother. It 
■viBs quite a tirade against dresB and vanity ; 
Imt I am sure no one could find fault mth 
ns.' 

* It was a very good sermon, and I think 
he seems a very clever yoong man,' retoraed 
Mrs. Challoner, with a sigh, for the service 
had been a long weariness for her. She had 
not been onmindful of the attention her girls 
had cansed ; but if people only knew — and 
here the poor lady had clasped her hands and 
put up petitions that were certainly not in 
the Litany. 

PhilUs seemed about to say something, but 
she checked herself, and they were all a little 
silent mitil they reached the honse. This 
first Sunday was an infiiction to them all ; it 
was a day of enforced idleness. There was 
too much time for thought and room for 
regret. In spite of all Fhillis's efibrts — and 
she rattled on cheerily most of the afliemoon 
— Mrs. Challoner got one of her bad head- 
aches, from worry, and withdrew to her 
room, attended by Dnlce, who volunteered to 
bathe her head and read her to sleep. 
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The church bells were just ringing for the 
evening service, and Nan rose, as nsnal, to 
pat on her hat ; bat Fhillis stopped her. 

' Oh, Nan, do not let as go to chnrch 
again this evening. I am terribly wicked 
to-day, I know ; but somehow I cannot keep 
my thoughts in order. So what is the nse 
of making the attempt 7 Let as take oat oar 
prayer*bookB and sit on the beach : it is low 
tide, and a walk over the sands woald do as 
good aflier onr dreadfal week.' 

' K you are sore it would not be wrong,' 
hesitated Nan, whose conscience was a little 
hard to convince in such matters. 

' No, no. And the run will do Laddie good. 
The poor little fellow has been shut up in this 
room all day. We need not tell the mother. 
She would be shocked, you know. But we 
never have stayed away from church before, 
have we ? And to tell you the truth,' con- 
tinued Phillis, with an unsteady laugh that 
betrayed agitation to her sister's ear, ' though 
I faced it very well this morning, I do not feel 
inclined to go through it again. People stared 
so. And I could not help thinking all the 
time, "If they only knewl" — that was the 
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thonght tphat kept buzzing in my head. If only 
Mr. Dmmmond and all those people knew 1' 

* "What does it matter what people think ?' 
returned !Nan. Bnt she said it languidly. In 
h.&T heart she was secretly dismayed at this 
sadden failore of courage. Phil lis had been 
quite bold and merry all the day ; almost 
reckless in her speeches. 

' I am glad we came. This will do cs both 
good,' said Kan gently, as they left the Parade 
behind them, and went slowly over the 
shelving beach, with Laddie rolling like a 
clumsy black ball about their feet. Just 
before them there was a pretty black-timbered 
cottage, covered with roses, standing quite 
low on the shore, and beyond this was 
nothing but shingly beach, and a stretch of 
wet, yellow sand, on which the sun was 
shining. There was a smooth white boulder 
standing quite alone, on which the girls 
seated themselves. The tide was still going 
out; and the low wash of waves sounded 
pleasantly m their ears, as they advanced 
and then receded. A shimmer of silvery 
light played upon the water, and a rosy tinge 
began to tint the horizon. 
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' How quiet and still it is !' said Fhillis, in 
an awe-struck voice. • When we are tired 
we must come here to rest onrselves. How 
prettily those baby waves seem to babble ; 
it is just like the gurgle of baby laughter. 
And look at Laddie splashing in that pool ; he 
is after that poor little crab. Come here, yon 
rogue !' but Laddie, intfflit upon his sport, only 
cocked his ear restlessly and refused to obey. 

• Yes ; it is lovely,' returned Nan. ' There 
is quite a silvery path over the water ; by- 
and-by the sunset clouds will be beautiful. 
But what is the matter, dear?' as Phillis 
sighed and leaned heavily against her ; and 
then, as she turned, she saw the girl's eyes 
were wet. 

* Oh, Nan ! shall we have strength for it ? 
That is what I keep asking myself to-day- 
No, you must not look so frightened. I am 
brave enough generally, and I do not mean 
to lose pluck ; but now and then the thought 
will come to me, shall we have strength to go 
through with it ?' 

'We must think of each other — ^that must 
keep us up,' returned Nan, whose ready sym- 
pathy fully understood her sister's mood. Only 
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to Nan would Phillis ever own her failnre of 
courage or fears for the future. But now and 
then the brave young heart needed comfort, 
and always found it in Kan's sympathy. 

' It was looking at your dear beautiM face 
that made me feel so suddenly bad this morn- 
ing,' interrupted Phillis, with a sort of sob. 
' It was not the people so much ; they only 
amused and excited me, and I kept thinking* 
" If they only knew !" But, Nan, when I 
looked at you — oh 1 why are you so nice and 
pretty, if you have got to do this horrid work ?' 

' I am not a bit nicer than you and Dulce,' 
laughed Nan, embracing her, for she never 
could be made to understand that, by most 
people, she was considered their superior in 
good looks ; the bare idea made her angry. 
' It is worse for you, Phillis, because you are 
so clever, and have so many ideas. But 
there, we must not go on pitying each other ; 
or else, indeed, we shall undermine our little 
stock of strength.' 

* Bnt don't you feel terribly unhappy some- 
times ?' persisted Fhillis. Neither of them 
mentioned Dick, and yet he was in both their 
minds. 
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'Perhaps I do,' returned Nan simply; and 
then Bhe added, with qaaintness that was 
pathetic, 'You see, we are bo nnnsed to the 
feeling, and it is over-hard at first ; by-and- 
by we shall be more nsed to not having onr 
own way in things.' 

' I think I could give np that readily, if I 
could be sure yon and Dolce were not miser- 
able,' sighed Phillis. 

' That is what I say,' retnmed Nan. 
' Don't you see how simple and beautiful 
that is ? Thinking of each other gives us 
strength to go through with it all. This 
evening trying to cheer you np has done me 
good. I do not feel the least afraid of people 
to-night. Looking at that sea and s^ makes 
one feel the littleness and unreality of all 
these wories. What does it matter — what 
does anything matter — if we only do our 
duty and love each other, and submit to the 
Divine Will ?' finished Nan reverently, who 
seldom spoke of her deeper feelings, even to 
Phillis. 

' Nan, you are a saint,' returned Phillis en- 
thusiastically. The worried look had left her 
eyes ; they looked clear and bright as usual. 
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* Oh, what a heathen I have been to-day I 
but, as Dolce is so fond of saying, *'I am 
going to be good." I will read the evening 
Psalms to yon, in token of my rraolntion, if 
you like. But wait — is there not some one 
coming across the sand ? how eerie it looks, 
such a tall black figure standing between the 
earth and sky I' 

Phillis had good sight or she would hardly 
have distinguished the figure which was now 
motionless at such a distance. In another 
moment she even announced that its draperies 
showed it to be a woman, before she opened 
her book and commenced reading. 

There is something very striking in a lonely 
central figure in a scene — the outhne cuts 
so sharply against the hoiizon. Nan's eyes 
seemed riveted on it aa she hstened to 
Phillis'a voice ; it seemed to her as immov- 
able as a Sphinx, its rigidity lending a sort of 
barrenness and forloiimess to the landscape, a 
black edition of human nature set under a 
violet and opal sky. 

She almost started when it moved, at last, 
with a steady bearing, as it seemed, towards 
them ; then curiosity quickened into interest 
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and she touched Phillis's arm, whispering 



' The Sphinx moves ; look — is not that 
Mrs. Cheyne, the lady who lives at the White 
House near us, who always looks so lonely 
and unhappy ?' 

'Hush!' returned Phillis, 'she wiU hear 
you ;■ and then Mrs. Cheyne approached with 
the same swift even walk. She looked at 
them for a moment, as she passed, with a sort 
of well-bred surprise in her air, as though she 
marvelled to see them there ; her black dress 
touched Laddie, and he caught at it with an 
impotent hark. 

The sisters must have made a pretty picture, 
as they sat almost clin^ng together on the 
stone ; one of Nan's little white hands rested 
on Laddie's head, the other lay on Phillis's 
lap. Phillis glanced up from her book, keen- 
eyed and alert in a moment ; she turned her 
head to look after the stranger that had ex- 
cited her interest, and then rose to her feet 
with a little cry of dismay. 

' Oh, Kan, I am afraid she has hurt herself ! 
She gave snch a slip just now. I wonder 
what has happened ? She is leaning against 
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the breakwater, too. Shall we go and ask 
her if she feels ill or anything ?' 

* You may go,' waa Nan's answer. Never- 
theless, she followed Fhillis. 

Mrs. Cheyne looked np at them a little 
sharply as they came towaxds her. Her face 
was gray, and contracted with pain. 

* I have sUpped on a wet stone, and my 
foot has somehow tnmed nnder me,' she sud 
quickly, as Fhillis ran np to her. ' It was 
verystnpid. I cannot think how it happened ; 
but I have certainly sprained my ankle. It 
gives me such pain. I cannot move.' 

' Oh dear, I am bo sorry !' returned Phillia 
good-naturedly; and, in the most natural 
manner, she knelt down on the beach, and 
took the injured foot in her hands. * Yes, I 
can feel it is swelling dreadfully ; we must 
try and get your boot off before the attempt 
gets too painful ;' and she commenced un- 
fastening it with deft fingers. 

' How am I to walk without my boot ?' 
observed Mrs. Cheyne, a little drily, as she 
looked down on the girl ; but here Nan inter- 
posed, in her brisk sensible way: 

* You must not walk ; you must not think 
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of such a thing. We will wet our handker- 
chiefs in the salt water, and bind up your 
ankle as well as we can ; and then one of us 
will walk over to the White House for assist- 
ance. Your servants could easily obtain a 
wheeled chair/ 

'Yon knew I lived at the White House, 
then ?' returned Mrs. Cheyue, arching her 
eyebrows in some surprise ; but she offered 
no opposition to Nan's plan. The removal of 
the boot had brought on a sensation of faint- 
nesB, and she sat perfectly still and quiet while 
the girls swathed the foot in wet bandages. 

*It is a little easier now,' she observed 
gratefully. * How neatly you have done it I 
you must be used to such work. I am really 
very much obhged to you both for your kindly 
help ; and now I am a&aid I must trouble 
you farther if I am ever to reach home.' 

' I wiU go at once,' returned Nan cheeriully; 
'but I will leave my sister, for fear yon 
should feel faint again — besides, it is so lonely.' 

' Oh, I am used to loneliness !* was the 
reply, as a bitter expression crossed her face. 

Fhillis, who was still holding the sprained 
foot in her lap, looked up in her eager way. 
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• I tMni one gets need to everything — that 
is a mercifdl dispensation ; bat, all the same, 
I hope yoa will not send me away. I dearly 
like to be nsefal ; and, at present, my object 
is to prevent your foot coming into contact 
with these stones. Are yon really in less pain 
now ? — yon look dreadfully pale.' 

* Oh, that is nothing !' she returned, with 
a smite so sndden and sweet, that it quite 
startled Fhillis, for it lit ap her face like 
ETmshine ; bnt almost before she canght it, it 
was gone. ' How good yon are to me ; and 
yet I am a perfect stranger 1' and then she 
added, as thon'gh with an after-thonght : 
' Bat I saw you in church this morning.' 

FhiUis nodded ; the question certainly re- 
quired no answer. 

' If I knew you better, I should ask why 
yoor eyes questioned me so closely this morn- 
ing. Do you know, Miss — Miss ' and 

here she hesitated and smiled, waiting for 
Fhillis to fill up the blank. 

' My name is Challoner — Phillie Ohalloner,' 
replied Fhillis, colouring a little ; and then 
she added frankly : ' X am afraid you thought 
me rude, and that I stared at you, but my 
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thonghts were all topsy-turvy thiB morning, 
and refused to be kept in order. One feels 
curious somehow abont the people amongst 
whom one has come to live.' 

* Have you come to live here ?' asked Mrs. 
Cheyne eagerly ; and a gleam of pleasure 
shot into her dark eyes — ' you, and your 
mother, and sisters ?' 

* Yes ; we have just come to the Friary — a 
little cottage standing on the Braidwood Boad.' 

Her mamier became a little constrained 
and reserved as she said this ; the charming 
frankness disappeared. 

' The Friary !' echoed Mrs. Cheyne ; and 
then she paused for a moment, and her eyes 
rested searehingly on Phillis. ' That shabby 
little cottage t' was the thought that filled up 
the outline of her words ; but though she felt 
inward surprise, and a momentary disappoint- 
ment, there was no change in the gracions- 
ness of her manner. Never before had she 
so thawed to any one ; but the girl's sweet 
ministry had won her heart. ' Then you will 
be near me — ^just at my gates ? We shall be 
close neighbours. I hope you will come and 
see me, Miss Challoner I' 
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Poor Phillis ! the blood suddenly rushed 
over her face at this. How was she to 
aaBwer without appearing ungracious — and 
yet at this moment how could she explain ? 

' If you please, we are dresemakerB.' Oh, 
no ! such words as these would not get them- 
selves said. It was too abrupt, too sudden, 
altogether ; she was not prepared for such a 
thing. Oh, why had she not gone to the 
"White House instead of Nan ? Her ofBcious- 
nesB had brought this on her. She could not 
put the poor foot off her lap, and get up and 
walk away to cool her hot cheeks. 

' Thank you ; yon are very good,' she 
stammered, feeling herself an utter fool : she 
— Phillis — the clever one. 

Mis, Cheyne seemed rather taken aback 
by the girl's sudden reserve and embarrass- 
ment. 

' I suppose you think I should call first, 
and thank you for your kindness ?' she re- 
turned quickly ; ' but I was afraid my foot 
-would keep me too long a prisoner. And, as 
we are to be neighbours, I hardly thought it 
necessary to stand on ceremony ; but if you 

would rather wait ' 
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*0h no,' replied Phillis, in despair, 'we 
■will not tronble yon to do that t Nan and I 
will call and ask after your foot, and then 
we will explain. There is a little difficulty ; 
yon might not care to be Mends with ns if 
yon knew,' went on Nan, with bnming 
cheeks ; ' but we will call and explain. Oh 
yes. Nan and I will call I' 

*Do; I shall expect yon,' returned Mrs. 
Cheyne, half-amnsed and half-mystified at the 
girl's obTiona confusion. "What did the child 
mean ? They were gentlepeople — one conld 
see that at a glance. They were in reduced 
circumstances ; they had come down to 
Hadleigh to retrench. Well, what did that 
matter ? People's wealth or poverty never 
affected her ; she would think none the less 
well of them for that ; she would call at the 
Friary, and entertain them at the White House 
with as much pleasure as though they lived 
in a palace. The little mystery piqued her, 
and yet excited her interest ; it was long since 
she had interested herself so much in any- 
thing. To Miss Middleton she had always 
been cold and uncertain. Mr. Drummond 
she treated with a mixture of satire and 
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hanghtiness that arouBed his ire. Fbillis's 
fraukDess and simplicity had won her for a 
moment to her earlier and better self; she 
conceived an instantaneoae liking for the girl 
who looked at her with sach grave kindly 
glances. ' I shall e^ect yoa, remember,' 
she repeated, as Nan at that moment appeared 
in sight. 

' Oh yes, Nan and I will come,' returned 
Fhillis slowly, and almost solemoly ; bat an 
instant afterwards a flicker of amusement 
played round her month. It was painful, 
of course ; but still, how droll it was I 

' How long you have been. Nan !' she 
exclaimed, a little unreasonably, as Nan ran 
towards them, flushed and breathless from her 
haste. 

' It has not been long to me,' observed 
Mrs. Cheyne pointedly. She talked more to 
Nan than to Phillis after this, until the 
servants appeared with the wheeled chair; 
but nevertheless her last words were for 
Phillis. ' Remember your promise,' was all 
she said, as she held out her hand to the 
girl; and Fhillis tried to smile in answer, 
though it was rather a failure after all. 
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CHAPTER II. 

DOBOTHT BBIH08 IN THE BEST CHINA. 

fool I made of myeelf 
bat to-day Bichard 
is himself again,' said Fhillis, as 
she gathered up another moslin curtain in her 
arme ready to hand to Nan, who was mounted 
on Bome steps. It was only Monday after* 
noon, bnt the girls had done wonders : the 
work-room, as they called it, was nearly 
finished; the great carved wardrobe and 
mahogany table had been pohshed by 
Dorothy's strong hands. Mrs. Challoner's 
easy chair and little work-table at one window 
looked qnite inviting; the eewing-machine 
and Nan's rosewood davenport were in their 
places. A hanging cupboard of old china, 
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and a few well bonnd books, gave a UtUe 
colouring and finish, and one or two fine old 
prints that had hung in the dining-room at 
Glen Cottage had been disposed with advan- 
tage on the newly papered walls. An inlaid 
clock ticked on the mantelpiece, and some 
handsome mby-colonred vases stood on either 
Bide of it. Nan was quite right when she 
had glanced roond her a few minntes ago in 
a satisfied manner, and said no one need be 
ashamed of living in snch a room. 

' Onr pretty things make it look almost too 
nice for the pnrpose,' she continued, handling 
a precioas relic, a Sevres cap and saacer, tiiat 
had been her especial pride in old days. ' I 
think yon were wrong, Phil, not to have the 
china in the other room.' 

* No, indeed ; I want people to see it, and 
be strack with our taste,' was Fhillis's frank 
answer. 'Think what pleasure it will give 
the poor ladies when their dresses are being 
tried on. Don't you remember the basket of 
wax fruit at Miss Blinders, when we were 
small children ? I thought it the loveliest 
work of art, and feasted my eyes all the time 
Miss Slinders ytas fitting my pink frock. Now» 
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oar pictoreB and china will refresh people's 
eyes in the same way.' 

Nan smiled and shook ber head, as she 
dusted and arranged her treasures. The 
china was very dear to her — far more than 
the books Fhillis was arranging on the cbef- 
fonier. The Dresden figm^s that Dick had 
given to her mother were among tbem. She 
did not care for strangers to look at them 
and appraise their value. They were home 
treasures — sacred relics of their past. The 
last time she had dusted them, a certain 
young man of her acquaintance bad walked 
through the open window whistling ' Blue 
bonnets over the Border,' and had taken up 
his station beside ber, hindering her work 
with bis chattering. Dulce was in the upper 
regions unpacking a box in her mother's 
room. Mrs. Challoner was coming home the 
next day, and Dorothy and she were hard at 
work getting things in order. 

When Fhillis made her downright speech. 
Nan looked down from her lofty perch, and 
held out ber arms for the curtain. 

' Bichard is always himself, my dear,' she 
said softly. * Do you know when yon are 
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down, Phil, I feel as though we are all at 
a standstill, and there's no getting on at all ; 
and then at one of your dear droll speeches 
the sunshine comes ont again, and we are all 
as right as possihle.' 

' Don't talk nonsense,' was Phillis's blunt 
answer ; bnt she coald not help being pleased 
at the compliment. She looked np archly at 
Nan, as the mass of soft white drapery lay 
between them ; and then they both broke into 
a laugh, just as two shadows seemed to glide 
past the window, and a moment afterwards 
the house-bell sounded. ' Visitors — oh, Nan!' 
and Fhillis glanced down at the neat bib 
apron that she wore over her cambric dress. 

' Don't be afraid ; Dorothy will have too 
much sense to admit them,' returned Nan 
quite indifTerently, as she went up a step 
higher to hang up the curtain. 

PhiUis was still holding it ; but her manner 
was not quite so well assured. She thought' 
she heard Dnlce's voice in confabulation with 
the strauger. A moment afterwards Dnlce 
came briskly into the room. 

* Nan — Mr. Drummond and his sister have 
kindly called to see us. We are not in order, 
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of coarse. Oh dear !' &b Nan looked down 
on them with startled eyes, not yexttaring to 
descend from her perch. ' I ought not to 
have brought them in here;' lookiag half 
mischievonsly and half guiltily at the yonng 
clergyman, who stood hat in hand on the 
threshold. 

' It is I who ought not to have intruded/ 
he began in a perfect agony of embarrassment, 
blushing over his face like a girl as Nan 
looked down at bitn in much dignity; bnt 
Mattie, who was behind him, pushed forward 
in her nsaal bustling way. 

' Ob, Kiss Cballoner, it is too bad. I told 
Archie that we ought not to come too soon — ' 
but Fbillis stopped her with an out-stretched 
hand of welcome. 

'What is too bad? I call it very kind 
and friendly of. you both — one hardly ex- 
pected to find such good neighbours. Nan, if 
"that cmi;ain is finished I think you had better 
come down. Take care, those steps are rickety 
— perhaps Mr. Drummond will help you.' 

' Let me do the other ones for you. I 
don't think those steps are safe !' exclaimed 
Archie, with sudden inspiration. 
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Ho one at home woald have believed each 
a thing of him. Mattie'e eyes grew qnite 
romid. and fixed with astonishment at the 
sight. He had not even shaken hands with 
Nan> yet there be was, mounted in her place, 
slipping in the hooks with dexterous hands, 
while Nan gnietly held np the cnrtain. 

Months afterwards the scene came back on 
Archibald Dmmmond with a cnrions thrill 
half of pain and half of amnsement. How 
had he done it, he wondered. What had 
made bim all at once act in a way so nnlike 
himself ? — for, with the beat intention, he was 
always a little stiff and constrained with 
strangers. Yet there he was laughing as 
thoQgh he had known them all his hfe, 
because Nan had rebuked him gravely for 
slipping two hooks into one ring. Months 
afterwards he recalled it all : Nan glancing 
np at him with quietly amused eyes — Phillie 
standing apart, looking qnaint and picturesque 
in her bib apron — ^Dulce with the afternoon 
sunshine lighting up her brown hair ; the low 
old-fashioned room, with the great carved 
wardrobe, and cupboard of dainty china ; 
the shady little lawn outside, with Laddie 



)gle 



Not like other Girls. 



rolling among the daisies. What made it 
Buddenly start ap in his memory Uke a picture 
one has seen, and nerer qoite forgotten ? 

' Thank yoa, Mr. Dmmmond. Yon have 
done it so nicely,' said Kan, with the utmost 
gravity, as he lingered, almost nnwilling to 
descend to conventionality again. Dolce and 
Phillis were basily engaged looping up the 
folds. * Kow we will aek Dorothy to remove 
the steps, and then we can sit down com- 
fortably.' 

Bat here Archie interposed. 

' Why need yon call anyone 7 Tell me 
where I shall pnt them.' Mattie broke into 
a load laogh. She conld not help it. It was 
too droll of Archie. She mnst write and tell 
Grace. 

Archie heard the laugh as he marched oat 
of the room with his burthen, and it provoked 
him excessively. He made some excose 
about admiring Laddie, and went out on the 
lawn for a few minutes, accompanied by Nan. 
When they came back the curtains were 
finished, and the two girls were talking to 
Mattie. Mattie seemed quite at ease with 
them. 
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' We hare snch a dear old garden at the 
Vicarage,' she was Baying, as her brother 
came into the room. ' I am not mach of a 
gardener myself, but Archie works for hoars 
at a time. He talks of getting a set of tennis 
down from town. We think it will help to 
bring people together. Yon mnst promise to 
come and play sometimes of an afternoon, 
when you have got the cottage in order.' 

' Thank you,' returned Phillis ; and then 
Nan and she exchanged looks. A sort of 
blaokness came over the sisters' faces; a 
endden dying ont of the brightness and fan. 

Mr. Drnmmond grew a little alarmed. 

'I hope you will not disappoint my sister. 
She has few friends, and is rather lonely, 
missing so many sisters; and you are such 
close neighbours.' 

'Yes; we are close neighbours,' returned 
Phillis. But her voice was a little less clear 
than usual ; and to Archie's astonishment — ^for 
they all seemed talking comfortably together 
— her face bad grown suddenly pale. ' But 
yon must not think us unkind if we refuse 
your hospitality,' she went on, looking 
straight at him, and not at Mattie. ' Bat 
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owing to painful oiroomBtances we have made 
up onr minds that no snch pleaBnres are in 
store for QB. We most leam to do withont 
things, mast we not, Kan ?' 

'Yes, indeed,' returned Nan very gravely. 
And then the tears came into Dulce's eyes. 
"Was Phillis actually going to tell thena? 
She would have run away, only she was 
ashamed of such cowardice. 

* I hope you do not mean to do without 
friends,' stammered Archie. 'That would be 
too painful to hear.' He thought they were 
excusing themselves from partaking of their 
neighbours' hospitality because they were too 
poor to return it, and wanted to set them at 
their ease. ' You may have reasons for wishing 
to be quiet. Perhaps Mrs. ChaUouer's health 
and — and — parties are not always desirable,' 
he went on, floundering a little in his speech, 
and signing to Mattie to come to his help, 
which she did at once, breathlessly. 

* Parties I Oh dear no ! They are such a 
trouble and expense. But tennis and tea 
on the lawn is just nothing — ^nothing at all. 
One can give a little fruit and some home- 
made cake. No one need scruple at that. 
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Archie is not rich — clergymen never are, you 
know ; biit he means to entertain his Mends 
ss well as he can. I should like yon to see 
Miss Middleton. She is a charming person. 
And the Colonel ie as nice as possible. We 
■will jnst ask them to meet yon in a quiet way, 
and if yonr mother is not too mnch of an 
invalid, I hope she will give ns the pleasure 
of her company, for when people are snch 
close neighbours it is stapid to stand on cere- 
mony,' finished Mattie, bringing herself rapidly 
to a inll stop. 

' You are very kind. Bnt yon do not 
understand,' returned Fhillis. And then she 
stopped, and a gleam of fnn came into her 
eyes. Her sharp ears had caught the rattle 
of cups and saucers. Actually, that absurd 
Dorothy was bringing in tea in the old way, 
making believe that they were entertaining 
their friends in Glen Cottage fashion. She 
must get out the truth somehow before the 
pretty purple china made its appearance. 
* Oh,' she went on, with a sort of gulp, as 
though she felt the sudden touch of cold 
water, ' you come here meaning kindly, and 
wking us to your house, and taking com- 
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pasBion npon us becanse we are Btraogers and 
lonely, and yon do not know that we are 
poor, and that we have lost onr money, 
and— — ' but here Mr. Dninunond was abso- 
lutely mde enough to interrapt her. 

'What does that matter, my dear Miss 
Challoner ? Do yon think that is of any 
consequence, in mine or in my sister's eyes ? 

I suppose if I be your clergyman ' and 

then he stopped and stroked his beard in an 
embarrassed way ; for, thoogb Phillis's &cfl 
was pale, there was langhter in her eyes. 

* Oh ! if this be a parochial risit,' she 
began demorely ; ' bnt yon should not have 
talked of tennis, lk&. Drommond. How do 
yon know we are not Koman Catholics, or 
Wesleyans, or even Baptists, or Bible 
Christians ? We might have gone to your 
church out of cnriosity on Sunday, or to see 
the fashions. There is not a Quaker out 
about US ; but still, we might be Unitarians, 
and people would not find it out,' continned 
Phillis. looking with much Bolemnity at the 
bewildered young Anglican. 

The situation was too absurd ; there was 
no knowing to what length Phillis's reckless- 
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ness and sense of hamoor would have 
brought her, only Nan's good sense came to 
the rescue. 

' Fhillis is only in fan, Mr. Dmnunond. 
Of course we are Ohnreh-people ; and of 
course we hope to attend your services. I 
am sure my mother will be pleased to see 
you, when you are kind enough to call. At 
Oldfield we were always good friends with 
our clergyman; he was such a dear old 
man.' 

* Do you mean to forbid my sister's visits 
then ?' asked Archie, looking anxiously at her 
Bweet face ; Nan looked so pretty, in spite of 
her discomposure. 

* Oh no I we do not mean to he so rude, 
do we, Fhillis ? We shall be so glad to see 
Miss Drommond ; but — but,' £altered Nan, 
losing breath a Httle, ' we have been un- 
fortunate, and must work for our living ; and 
your sister perhaps would not care to visit 



' What !' exclaimed Archie ; he almost 
JTmiped out of his chair in his sur- 
prise. 

Fhillis had uttered a iaint ' Bravo, Nan t' 
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bnt no one heard her. Dolce's cheeks were 
crimBon, and she would not look at anyone ; 
bnt Nan, who bad got out the dreaded woid, 
wait on bravely, and was well hogged by 
Fhillis in private afterwards. 

' We are not clever enough for govem- 
nessea,' continued Nan, with a chammig 
smile, addressing Mattie, who sat and stared 
at her ; * and there was nothing we dreaded 
so much as to separate ; so, as we had 
capable fingers, and were fond of work, my 
sister Phillis planned this for ns. Now you 
see. Miss Drummond, why we could not 
accept your kind hospitality. Whatever we 
have been, we cannot expect people to visit qb 
now. If you would be good enough to re- 
commend us, and help ns in our efTorts to 
make ourselves independent, that is all we 
can ask of you.' 

'Well, I don't know,' returned Hattie 
bluntly ; ' as &r as I am concerned, I am 
never ashamed of any honest calling. What 
do you say, Archie ?' 

' I say it is all very proper and laudable,' 
he returned, hesitating ; ' but surely — surely 
there must be some other way more suitable 
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to ladies in your position 1 Let me call 
again when your mother comes, and see if 
there is nothing that I can do or recommend 
better than this. Yes ; I am sore if I con 
only talk to yonr mother, we conld find some 
other way than this.' 

* Lideed, Mr. Dronmiond, yoa must do 
nothing of the kind,' replied Phillis, in an 
alarmed voice ; * the poor dear mother must 
not be disturbed by any snch talk I Yon 
mean it kindly, bat we have made np our 
own minds — Nan and I : we mean to do 
without the world, and live in one of onr 
own ; and we mean to carry out our plan in 
defiance of everything and everybody; and, 
though you are our clergyman, and we are 
bound to listen to your sermons, we cannot 
take your advice in this.' 

'But — but I would willingly act as a 
friend,' commenced the young man con- 
fasedly, looking not at her, but at Nan. 

He was so bewildered, so utterly taken 
aback, he hardly knew what he said. 

' Here comes Dorothy with the tea,' in- 
teiropted Nan pleasantly, as though dismiss- 
ing the subject ; ' she has not forgotten our 
23—2 
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old caBtoms. Friencls always came round ns 
in the aftemooD. Mr. Dmmmond, perhaps 
yon will make yourself nsefol and cat the 
cake. Dorothy, yon need not have unpacked 
the best silver teapot.' Nan waa moving 
abont in her frank hospitable way. Laddie 
was whining for cake, and breaking into short 
barks of impatience. ' This is one of onr 
Glen Cottage cakes. Snsan always prides 
herself on the recipe,' said Nan calmly, as 
she pressed it on her guests. 

Mr. Dmmmond almost envied his sister as 
she praised the cake and asked for tiie recipe. 
He had always found fault with her manners ; 
bat now nothing could be finer than her 
simplicity. Pure good-nature and imiate 
womanliness was teaching Mattie something 
better than tact. Nan had dropped a painful 
subject, and she would not revive it in her 
brother's presence. There wonld be plenty 
of time for her to call, and talk it over with 
them quietly. Help them I — of course she 
would help them. They should have her 
new silk dress that Uncle Conway had 
just sent her. It was a risk, for perhaps 
they might spoil it ; but such fine creatures 
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should have a chance. At present she would 
only enjoy the nice tea, and talk to poor little 
frightened Dolce, who seemed onable to open 
her lips after her sister's disclosnre. 

Archie coald not emulate her ease ; a man 
is always at a disadvantage in such a case. 
His interest had sustained no shock. It was 
even stimulated by what he bad just heard ; 
but his sympathy seemed all at once congealed, 
and he could find no vent for it. In spite of 
his best efforts his manner grew more and 
mpre constrained every moment. 

Nan looked at him more than once with 
reproachful sweetness. She thought they 
had lost ciute in his eyes ; but Fhillis, who 
was shrewd and sharp-set in her wits, read 
him more truly. She knew — having already 
met a score of such — how addicted young 
Englishmen are to mauvais honte, and how 
they will hide acute sensibilities under blunt 
and stolid exteriors ; and there was a certain 
softness in Mr. Drummond's eye that belied 
his stifihesB. Most likely he was very sorry 
for them, and did not know how to show it ; 
and in this she was right. 

Mr. Drummond was very sorry for them ; 
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bnt he was still more grieTed for himself. 
The Oxford fellow had not long been a parish 
priest, and he conld not at all understand the 
position in which he foond himself — stating 
tea with three elegant yonng dressmakers, 
who talked the pnrest English and had decided 
views on tennis and horticnltnre. He had 
just been congratulating himself on secoring 
each companionship for his sister and himself- 
Being rather classical-minded, he had been 
calling them the gray-eyed Graces, and one 
of them at least ' a danghter of the gods-r- 
divinely tall and most divinely fair ;' for where 
had he seen anything to compare with Nan's 
bloom and charming figure ? Dressmakers t — 
oh, if only Grace were at hand that he might 
talk to her, and gain her opinion how he was 
to act in snch case ! Grace had the stiff- 
necked Drnmmond pride as well as he, and 
would hesitate long behind the barriers of 
conventionality. No wonder, with all these 
thonghts passing through his mind, that Nan 
with her bright surface-talk found him a little 
vague. 

It was quite a relief to all the party when 
Mattie gave the signal for departure, and the 
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bell was mug for Dorothy to show them 
out. 

'Well, Nan, what do yon think of onr 
visitoTB ?' asked Fhillis, when the garden- 
door had clanged noisily after them, and she 
had treated Nan to the aforesaid hngs ; ' for 
yon were so brave, darling, and actually took 
the wind out of my sails !' exclaimed the en- 
thnsiastic Fhillis. ' Miss Dmmmond is not 
80 bad after all, is she, in spite of her dowdi- 
nesB and fussy ways?' 

' No ; she means well, and so does her 
brother. He is very nice, only his self-con- 
sciousness spoils him,' returned Nan in a 
calm discuTBive tone, as thoagh they were 
discussing ordinary visitors. 

It was impossible for these young girls to 
see their ordinary language was not humble 
enough for their new circumstances. They 
would make mistakes at every turn like 
Dorothy, who got out the best china and 
brewed her tea in the melon-shaped sUver 
teapot. 

Fhillis opened her eyes rather widely at 
this. Nan was not often so observant. It 
was tme ; self-consciousness was a torment to 



)gle 



40 Not like other Girls. 

Archibald Drnmmond, a Frankensteia of 
his own creation, that had grown impercep- 
tibly with hia growth to the fnll measure of 
his manhood — as inseparable as the shadow 
from the enhstance. Fhillis had recognised 
it at once ; bat then, as she said, no one was 
faultless; and then, he was so handsome. 
' Very handsome t' chimed in Dolce, whose 
opinions were full-fledged in snch matters. 

'Is he ? Well, I never cared for a man 
with a long fair beard,' observed Nan care> 
lessly. Poor Archie I how his vanity would 
have suffered if he had heard her ; for, in a 
masculine way, he prided himself excessively 
on the soft silky appendage that Grace had 
so often praised. A certain boyish conn- 
tenance, with kindly honest eyes, and a 
little sandy moustache, was more to Nan's 
taste than the handsome young Anglican. 

' Oh, we all know Nan's opinion in such 
matters,' said Dulce shyly ; and then Nan 
blushed, and suddenly remembered that 
Dorothy was waiting for her in the linen- 
closet, and hurried away, leaving her sisters 
to discuss their visitors to their hearts' 
content. 
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ABCHIE IB IN A BAD HnUOnB. 

cjH, Archie, I was never more 
astonished in my life 1' exclaimed 
Mattie, as she tried to adapt her 
nneven trot to her brother's long swinging 
footsteps ; and then she glanced np in his 
face to read his mood : bnt Archie's featnres 
were inscmtable, and presented an appalling 
blank. In his mind be was beginning his 
letter to Gtrace, and wondering what he shonld 
say to her abont their new neighbours. 
* Writing is snch a nnisance when one wants 
to talk to a person,' he thought irritably. 

* Oh, Archie, won't you tell me what we 
are to do ?' went on Mattie excitedly. She 
would not take Archie's silence as a hint that 
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he wanted to keep his thoughts to himself. 
' Those poor girls ! oh, how nice and pwtty 
they all are, especially the eldest ! and is not 
the youngest — Dulce, I think they called her 
— the very image of Isabel ?' 

' Isabel ! not a bit I That is so like yon, 
Mattie. You always see likenesses when 
other people cannot trace the faintest resem- 
blance,' for thitf remark was sure to draw out 
his opposition. Isabel was a silly flirting 
Httle thing in her brother's estimation, and, 
he thought, could not hold a candle to the 
youngest Miss Ohalloner. 

'Oh dear I now I have made you cross!' 
sighed poor Mattie, who especially wanted to 
keep him in good-humour. ' And yet every- 
one but you thinks Isabel so pretty. I am 
sure, from what Grace said in her last letter, 
that Mr. Ellis Burton means to propose to 
her.' 

' And I suppose you will all consider that 
a catch,' sneered Archie ; ' that is so like a 
parcel of women, thinking every man who 
comes to the house and makes a few smooth- 
tongued speeches — is, in fact, civil — must be 
after a girl. Of course you have all helped 
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to instil this nonsense into the child's 
head.' 

' Dear me, how you talk, Archie I' returned 
Mattie, feeling herself snuhbed as usual. 
Why, Archie had been quite excited about it 
only the other day, and had said quite seriously 
that with seven girls in a family it would be 
a great blessing if Isabel could make such a 
match ; for it was very unlikely that Laura 
and Susie, or even Clara, would do much for 
themselves in that way, unless they decidedly 
improved in looks. 

' Well, it is nothing to do with me,' he 
returned, in a chilling maimer ; 'we all 
know our own mind best. If an angular 
lanthom-jawed fellow like Burton, who by- 
the-bye does not speak the best English, is to 
Isabel's taste, let her have him by all means : 
be is well-to-do, and I dare say will keep a 
carriage for her by-and-by — that is what you 
women think a great advantage,' finished 
Archie, who certainly seemed bent on making 
himself disagreeable. 

Mattie heaved another great sigh, but 
Bbe did not dare to contradict him. Grace 
would have punished him on the spot by a 
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dose of satire that would have broaght him to 
reason and good-natnxe in a moment ; bat 
Mattie ventured only on those laborious sighs 
which she jerked np from the bottom of her 
honest little heart. 

Archie heard the sigh, and felt ashamed of 
his bad temper. He did not know himself why 
he felt so snddenly cross ; some secret irrita- 
tion was at work within him, and he conld 
scarcely refrain from bidding Mattie quite 
roughly to hold her tongue and not teaae him 
with her chatter. If she expected him in his 
present state of mind, which was at once con- 
tradictory and aggressive, to talk to her about 
the Challoners, she must just make up her 
mind to be disappointed, for he could not 
bring himself to speak of them to her just 
now : he wanted to hold counsel with his own 
thoughts and with Grace. He would call at the 
Friary again and see Mrs. GhaUoner, and find 
out more of this strange matter ; but as to 
talking it over with Mattie, he quite shrugged 
his shoulders as he swung open the green 
door. 

' Are you going in ?' faltered Mattie, as she 
noticed this movement. 
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' Well, yes ; I have letters to write, and it 
is too hot for a longer walk,' he returned 
decidedly ; and then, as Mattie stood hesi- 
tating and wistful in the middle of the road, 
he strode off, leaving the door to close noisily 
after him, and not caring to inquire her 
farther movements, such being the occasional 
graceless manners of brothers when sisterly 
Mendship is not to their liking. 

Mattie felt herself oinbbed ; bat for the 
first time in her life she did not take her 
snnbbing meekly. It was too mach to expect 
of her, who was only a woman and not one 
of Archie's divinities, that she shoald follow 
him into the hoase and hold her tongue just 
becanse he was pleased to refirain from 
speaking. Water must find its vent ; and 
Mattie's tongne coald not be silenced in this 
way. If Archie would not talk to her, Miss 
Middleton would ; so at once she trotted off 
for Brooklyn, thereby incurring Archie's wrath 
if he could only have known her purpose ; for 
gossip was to him as the sin of witchcraft, 
unless he stooped to it himself, and then it 
was amiable sociability. 

Miss Middleton was listening to her lather's 
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reading as asnal, bat she welcomed Mattie 
with open arms, literally as well as meta- 
phorically, for she kissed Mattie on either 
cheek, and then scolded her tenderly for 
looking so flnshed and tired ; ' for somebody 
who is always looking after other people, 
and never has time to spare for herself, is 
growing qnite thin — is she not, father ? and 
we must write to Grace if this goes on,' 
finished Miss Middleton with one of her kind 
looks. 

All this was cordial to poor Mattie, who, 
thoagh she was ased to snabbing — and 
took as kindly to it as a spaniel to water — 
yet felt herself growing rather like a thread- 
paper and shabby with everyday worries, 
and never an enconraging word to inspirit 
her on. 

So she gave Elizabeth a smsty little smile — 
Mattie's smile was pretty, though her features 
were ordinary — and then sat up straight and 
began to enjoy herself, that is, to talk ; never 
noticing that Colonel Middleton looked at his 
paper ia a crest-fallen manner, not mnch 
liking the intermption and the cessation of 
his own voice. 
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*0h dear!' begaa Mattie; she generally 
prefaced her remarks by an 'Oh dear I' 
(' That was one of her jerky ways,' as Archie 
said.) * I could not help coming straight to 
yon, for Archie wonld not talk, and I felt I 
mast tell somebody. Oh dear, Miss Mid- 
dleton ! What do yon think ? We have jnst 

called at the Friary — and ' but here 

Colonel Middleton's countenance relaxed, and 
he dropped his paper. 

' Those young ladies, eh ? Come, Eliza- 
beth, this is interesting. Well, what sort of 
place is the Friary — seen from the inside, eh, 
Miss Dmmmond ?' 

* Oh, it is very nice,' retmned Mattie 
enthusiastically. ' We were shown into such 
a pretty room, looking out on the garden. 
They have so many nice things — ^pictures and 
old china, and handsomely bound books, and 
all arranged so tastefully. And before we went 
away, the old servant — she seems really quite 
a superior person — brought in an elegant 
little tea-tray; the cups and saucers were 
handsomer even than yours, Miss Middleton, 
dark-purple and gold. Just what I admire 



ogle 



48 Not like other Girls. 

' Ah, reduced in circamstances I I told 
yoa so, Elizabeth,' ejacnlated the Colonel. 

' I never saw Archie enjoy himself so much 
or seem so thoronghly at home anywhere. 
Somehow the girls put ns so at oni ease. 
Though they were hanging np curtains when 
we went in — and anyone else would have 
been annoyed at oar intruding so soon — 
actually before we were in the room a moment, 
Archie was on the steps, helping the eldest 
Miss Challoner fasten the hooks.' 

Miss Middleton exchanged an amused look 
with her father. Mattie's narrative was de- 
cidedly interesting. 

* Oh, don't tell him I repeated that, for 
he is always calling me chatterbox t' implored 
Mattie, who feared she had been indiscreet, 
and that the Colonel was not to be tmsted, 
which was quite true as far as jokes were 
concerned. No one understood the art of 
teasing better than he, and the young vicar 
had already had a taste of his kindly satire. 
' Archie only meant to be good-natured and 
put everyone at their ease.' 

' Quite right. Mx. Drummond is always 
kind,' returned Elizabeth benignly. She had 
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forgotten Mattie's frequent scoldings, and the 
poor little thing's tired face, or she wonld never 
have hazarded sach a comprondse with truth. 
Bat somehow Elizaheth always forgot people's 
weaknesses, especially when they were absent. 
It was so nice and easy to praise people ; 
and if she always believed what she said, that 
was because her faith was bo strong, and 
charity that is love was her second nature. 

' Oh yes, of coarse,' retnmed Mattie inno- 
cently. She was far too loyal a little sonl to 
doubt Archie's kindness for a moment. Was 
he not the pride and ornament of the family 
— the domestic Pope, who issaed his Bolls 
mthont possibility of contradiction ? What- 
ever Archie did must be right. Was not 
that their domestic creed? A little slavish, 
perhaps, but still so exquisitely feminine. 
Mattie was of opinion that — well, to put a 
mild term — ^irritability was a necessary ad- 
junct of manhood. All men were cross 
sometimes. It behoved their womankind, 
then, to throw oil on the troubled waters — to 
spef^ peaceably, and to refrain from sour 
looks, or even the shadow of a frown. Archie 
was never cross with Grace, therefore it must 
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be she* Mattie, on whom the blame lay. She 
was BQch a eiUy little thing, and bo on. 
There is no need to follow the self-accusa- 
tion of one of the kindest hearts that ever 
beat. 

* Bid not yonx visit end as pleasantly as 
it began ?' asked Elizabeth, who, though she 
was over-merciAil in her judgments, was not 
without a good deal of sagacity and shrewd- 
ness. Something lay beyond the margin of 
Mattie's words. She coold see that plainly ; 
and then her father was getting impatient. 

' Well, yon see, that spoiled everythiog,' 
returned Mattie, jmnbling her narrative in 
the oddest manner. ' Archie was so sorry, 
and so was I ; and he got quite — you know 
his way when he feels nncomfortable. I 
thought Miss Challoner was joking at first — 
that it was just a bit of make-believe fim, 
until I saw how grave Miss Fhillis, that is 
the second one, looked; and then the little 
one — at least, she is not little, but somehow 
one fancies she is — seemed as though she 
were going to cry.' 

* Bnt what did Miss Challoner say to dis- 
tress you and Mr. Drummond so ?' asked 
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Elizabeth, trying patiently to elicit facts and 
not vagne statements from Mattie. 

' Oh, she said — no, please don't think I 
am exaggerating, for it is all trne — that they 
had lost their money, and were very poor, 
and that she and her sisters were dress- 



' Dressmakers !' shonted the Colonel, and 
his mddy face grew almost pnrple with the. 
shock ; his very moustache seemed to bristle. 
'Dressmakers! my dear Miss Drammond, I 
don't believe a word of it I Those girls I It 
is a hoax — a bit of nonsense from beginning 
to end I' 

' Hnsh, father ! yon are pntting Mattie 
oat,' returned Elizabeth mildly. It was one 
of her idiosyncrasies to call people as soon as 
possible by their Christian names, though no 
one but her &ther and brother ever called 
her Elizabeth. Perhaps her gray hair, and a 
certain soft dignity that belonged to her, 
forbade such freedom. * Dear father, we 
must let Mattie speak.' But even Ehzabeth 
let her work he unheeded in her lap in the 
engrossing interest of the subject. 

*I do not mean they have been dress- 
24^2 
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makers all this time, but this is their plan for 
the future. Miss Challoner said they were 
not clever enongh for governesses, and that 
they did not want to separate. Bat that is 
what they mean to do — to make dresses for 
people who are not hfdi so good as them- 
selves.* 

' FreposterouB I absnrd t' groaned the 
Colonel. ' "Where is their mother ? What 
^an the old lady be thinking aboat ?* Mrs. 
Challoner was not an old lady by any means ; 
bat then the choleric Colonel had never seen 
her, or he wonld not have applied that term 
to the aristocratic-looking gentlewoman whom 
Mattie had admired in Miss Milner's shop. 

' I had a good look round the room after- 
wards,' went on Mattie, letting this pass, 
' They had got a great carved wardrobe — ^I 
thoQgbt that fanny in a sitting-room ; bnt of 
course it was for the dresses ' — another groim 
from the Colonel — ' and there was a sewing- 
machine, and a rosewood davenport for ac- 
counts, and a chiffonnier of course for the 
pieces. Oh, they mean business ; and I 
should not be surprised if they understand 
their work well,' went on Mattie, warming up 



D,g,i,7?<iT,Google 



Archie is in a had Humour. 53 

to her subject, and thinking of the breadths 
of green silk that reposed so snngly between 
silver paper in her drawers at the Vicarage — 
the first silk dress she had ever owned, for 
the Dmmmond finances did not allow of such 
InxnrieB. The new colour, too : such a soft, 
invisible, shadowy green — like an antamn leaf 
ehrivelled by the son's richness. ' Oh, if 
they should spoil it I' thought Mattie, with a 
Bigh, as the magnitude of her intended sacri- 
fice weighed heavily upon her mind. 

' It is sheer girlish nonsense — I might say 
foolery ; and the mother must be a perfect 
idiot I' began the Colonel angrily. 

He was an excitable man ; and his wrath 
at the intelligence was really very great. He 
had taken a fancy to the new-comera, and 
was prepared to welcome them heartily in his 
genial way ; but now his old-fashioned pre- 
judices were grievously wounded. It was 
against his nice code of honour that women 
should do anythiug out of the usual beaten 
groove — innovations that would make them 
conspicuous were heinous sins in his eyes. 

' Gome, Mattie, you and I will have a chat 
about this by ourselves,' observed Elizabeth 
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cheerfollyf as she noticed her father's vexation. 
He would soon cool down if left to himself; 
she knew that well. • Suppose we go down 
to Miss Milner, and hear what ahe has to 
say ; yon may depend open it that it was this 
that made her so reserved with ns the other 
day?' 

'Oh I do yon think BO ?' exclaimed Mattie; 
but she was charmed at the idea of fresh 
go^p. And then they set ofT together. 

Miss Milner seemed a little sorprised to 
see them so soon, for Mattie had already paid 
her a visit that day ; bnt, at Miss Middleton's 
first words, a look of annoyance passed over 
her good-natured face. 

* Dear, dear I to think of that leaking out 
already I' she said, in a vexed voice ; ' and I 
have not spoken to a soul, because the young 
ladies asked me to keep their secret a few 
days longer. " You must give us till next 
Monday," one of them said this very morn- 
ing ; '* by that time we shall be in order, and 
then we can set to work." ' 

* It was Miss Ghalloner who told me her- 
self/ observed Hattie, in a deprecating 
manner. ' My brother and I called this 
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afternoon ; yoa see, being the clergyman, 
and BQch close neighbonxB, he thought we 
might be of some nse to the poor things.' 

* Poor things indeed 1' ejacnlated Miss 
Milner. ' I cannot tell yon how bad I felt/ 
she went on, with her little grey cnrls 
bobbing over her high cheek-bones with 
every word, * when that dear young lady put 
down her head there* — pointing to a spot 
about as big as half-a-crown on the wooden 
counter — 'and cried like a baby. "Ob, 
how silly I am !" she said, sobbing-like ; 
" and what would my sisters say to me ? 
But you are so kind, Miss Milner ; and it 
does seem all so strange and horrid." I 
made up my mind, then and there,' finished 
the good woman solemnly, 'that I would 
help them to the best of my powers. I have 
got their bits of advertisements to put about 
the shop ; and there's my new black silk 
dress,, that has laid by since Christmas, 
because I knew Miss Slasher would spoil it — 
not but what they may ruin it finely for me j 
but I mean to shut my eyes and take the 
risk,' with a little smile of satisfaction over 
her own magnanimity. 
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Elizabeth stretched ont her hand acroes 
the counter. 

' Miss Milner, ;ou are a good creature,' she 
said softly ; ' I hohonr yon for this. If people 
always helped each other and thought so 
little of a sacrifice, the world would be a 
happier place;' and then, without waiting 
for a reply from the gratified shopwomau, 
she went out of the library with a thoughtful 
brow. 

'Miss Milner has read me a lesson,* she 
said by-and-by, when Mattie had marvelled 
at her silence a little. ' Conyentionality makes 
cowards of the best of us. I am not parti- 
cularly worldly-minded,' she went on, with a 
faint smile, ' but all the same I must plead 
guilty to feeling a little shocked myself at 
your news ; but when I have thought a little 
more about it, I dare say I shall see things by 
a truer light, and be as ready to admire these 
girls as I am now to wonder at J^em ;' and 
after this she bid Mattie a kindly good- 
bye. 

Meanwhile FhUlis was bracing herself to 
undergo another ordeal. Mr. Drummond and 
his sister had only just, left the cottage when 
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a footmaji from the White House brought a 
note for her. It was from Mrs. Cheyne, and 
was worded in a most friendly manner. 

She thanked the sisters gracefiilly for their 
timely help on the previous evening, and, 
though making light of her accident, owned 
that it would keep her a prisoner to her sofa 
for a few days ; and then she begged them to 
waive ceremony, and come to her for an hour 
or two that evening. 

' I will not ask you to dinner, because that 
will perhaps inconvenience you, as you must 
be tired or busy,' she wrote; 'hot if one or 
both of yon would just put on your hata and 
walk up in the cool of the evening to keep 
Miss Mewktone and myself company, it would 
be a real boon to ns both,' and then she signed 
herself ' Magdalene Cheyne.' 
■ Phillis wore a perplexed look on her face 
as she took the note to Kan, who was still in 
Hie linrai-closet. 

'Very kind — very friendly,' commented 
Nan, when she had finished reading it ; * but 
I could not possibly go, Phil. As soon as I 
have done this I have promised to sit with 
mother. She has been alone all day. You 
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could easily send an ezcQBe, for Mrs. Cheyne 
mufit know we are basy.' 

' I don't feel as thongh an excnse will help 
us here,' returned Philhs slowly J 'when an 
unpleasant thing has to be done, it is as well 
to get it over — thinking about it only hinders 
one's sleep.' 

' But you will surely not go alone I* de- 
manded Nan, in astonishment. ' You are so 
tired, Phil — you have been working hard all 
day. Give it up, dear, and sit and rest in 
the garden a little.' 

'Oh no,' returned Phillis disconsolately. 
* I TiJue my night's rest too much to imperil 
it so Ughtly ; besides, I owe it to myself for a 
penance for being such a coward this after- 
noon.' And then, without wfuting for any 
further dissuasion, she cairied off the letter 
and wrote a very civil but vagne reply, 
promising to walk up in the eveoing and 
inquire after the invalid ,* and then she dis- 
missed the messenger, and went up to her 
room with a heavy heart. 

Dulce came to help her like a dntifid 
sister, and chattered on without intermis- 
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* I suppose you will put on your best 
dress ?' she asked, as she dived down into the 
recesses of a big box. 

FbilUs, who was sitting wearily on the edge 
of her bed, roused up at this. 

' My best blue silk and cashmere tiiat we 
wore last at Fitzroy Lodge? Dulce, how can 
you be so absurd I Anything will do — the 
gray stuff or the old foulard. No, stop — I 
forgot — the gray dress is better made and 
newer in cut. We must think of that. Oh, 
what a worry it is going out when one is tired 
to death t' she continued, with unusual irrita- 
tion. 

Dolce respected her sister's mood, and held 
her peace, though she knew the gray dress 
was the least becoming to FhiUis, who was 
pale, and wanted a little colour to give her 
brightness. 

* There now, you look quite nice,' she 
said in a patronizing voice, as Fhillis put 
on her hat and took her gloves. Fhillis 
nodded her thanks rather sadly, and then 
bethought herself and came back and kissed 
her. 

' Thank you, dear Dulce, I am not nearly 
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80 tired now; but it ib getting late, and I 
must nm off;' and so Bhe did until she 
had tnrned the comer, and then in spite of 
herself her steps became slower and more 
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CHAPTER IV. 

'you ABE BOMANTIO.* 

I UMAN nature is prone to argoment ; 
a person will often in the conrse 
of a few moments bring himself 
or herself to the bar of conscience, accnse, 
ezcnse, and snm up the case in the twinMing 
of an eye. 

On arriving at the lodge-gates FhiUis began 
to take herself to task. Oonscience, that 
* makes cowards of ns all,' began its small 
inner remonstrance ; then followed self-flagel- 
lation and mnch belabotiring of herself with 
many remorseihl terms. She was a pitifol 
thing compared to Nan ; she was conven- 
tional — there were no limits to her pride. 
Where was that freedom and nobility of soul 
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which she once fancied wonld sweep over 
worldly prejudices and carry her into pnrer 
air. She was still choking in the fogs of 
mere earthly exhalations ; no wonder Nan 
wm a little disappointed in her, though she 
was &r too kind to say bo — ^well, she was 
disappointed in herself. 

By this time she had reached the hall-door ; 
and now she began to hold np her head more 
boldly, and look about her ,* when a very 
solemn-looking butler confronted her, she 
said to herself, ' It will be all the same a 
hundred years hence, and I am determined 
this time not to be beaten;' and then she 
asked for Mrs. Cheyne with something of her 
old sprightUness, and nothing could exceed 
the graceful ease of her entrance. 

All the Challoners walked well. There 
was a' purity of health about them that made 
them delight in movement and every bodily 
exercise ; an elasticity of gait that somehow 
attracted attention. 

No girls danced better than they. And 
when they had the chance, which was seldom, 
they could ride splendidly* Their skating 
was a joy to see, and made one wish that the 
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ice would last for ever, that one could watch 
Bnch light, akimmmg practice ; and as for 
tennis, no other girl had a chance of being 
chosen for a partner nnlesB the Challonero 
good-natnredly held aloof, which ten times 
out of twelve they were snre to do. 

FhUlis, who, from her pale complexion, 
was supposed to possess the least vitdity, 
delighted in exercise for its own sake. * It is 
a pleasure only to be aHve and to know it,' 
was a favonrite speech with her on summer 
mornings, when the shadows were blowing 
lightly hither and thither, aud the birds had 
so much to say that it took them ontil even- 
ing to finish saying it. 

Mrs. Cheyne, who was lying on her couch, 
watched with admiring eyes the girl's straight- 
forward walk — so alert and businesslike — so 
free from fuss and' consciousness, and held out 
her hand with a more oorditd welcome than 
she was accustomed to show her visitors. 

It was a long room. And as the summer 
dnsk was falling, and there was only a shaded 
lamp beside Mrs. Cheyne, it was full of dim 
comers. Nevertheless, Fhillis piloted herself 
without hesitation to the iUuminated circle. 
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' This is good of you, Miss Challoner, to 
take me at my word. Bnt where is yom 
sister ? I wanted to look at her again, for it 
is long since I have seen anyone so pretty. 
Miss Mewlstone, this is the good Samaritan 
who bound up my foot so cleverly.' 

*Ah; just so,' returned Miss Mewlstone. 
And a soft, plump hand touched PhiUis's, and 
then she went on picking up stitches and 
taking no further notice. 

*Nan could not come,' observed Phillis. 
' She had to run down to Beach House to 
report progress to mother. We hope she is 
coming home to-morrow. But as you were 
so kiad as to write, I thought I would just call 
and inquire about your foot. And then it 
would be easier to explain things than to write 
about it.' 

' Oh, so your mother is coming home I' 
returned Mrs. Cheyne, with so much interest 
in her voice that Miss Mewlstone left off 
counting to look at her. ('Just so, just so,' 
Phillis heard her mutter.) ' You must have 
worked hard to get ready, for her so soon. 
When my foot will allow me to cros& a room 
without hobbling I will do myself the pleasure 
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of calling on her, Bnt that will not be yet ; 
neither this week nor the next, I am afraid. 
Biit I shall see a good deal of you and yoor 
Bister before then,' concluded Mrs. Oheyne, 
with the graciousnesB of one who knows she is 
conferring an unusual honour. 

' I do not know,' faltered Fhillis. And 
then she sat upright, and looked her hostesB 
fiill in the fece. ' That will be for you to 
decide when you hear what I have to say. 
But I fear ' — with a very poor attempt at a 
Bmile — ' that we shall see very little of each 
other in the future.' 

' Oh, there is a mystery, is there ?' returned 
Mrs. Cheyne, wit^ a little scorn in her 
manner; and her mouth took one of the 
downward curves that Mx. Brummond so 
thoroughly disliked. She had taken an odd 
fancy to these girls, especially to Fhillis, and 
had thought about them a good deal during a - 
sleepless, uneasy night. Their simpUcity, 
their straightforward unconsciousness, had 
attracted her in spite of her cynicism. But 
at the first suspicion of mystery she withdrew 
into herself rather haughtily. * Do speak out, 
I beg. Miss Gballoner; for if there be one thing 

VOL. II. 25 

D,g,i,7?<iT,Google 



Not like other Girls. 



that makes me impatient, it is to have any- 
thing implied.' 

* I am qnite of yoni opinion,' replied FhilliB, 
with eqaal hanghtiness; only it sat more 
strangely on her girlishneBs. ' That is why 
I am here to-night — jnst to inqnire after 
yonr foot and explain things.' 

' Well I' still more impatiently, for this 
woman was a spoiled child and hated to be 
thwarted, and was undisciplined and imperioas 
enough to min all her own chances of happi- 
ness. 

* I told yon that we were very poor,* went 
on Phillis, in a sweet and steady voice ; ' but 
that did not seem to impress yon much, 
and I thought how noble that was' — catching 
her breath an instant — ' but it wUl make a 
difference and shock yon dreadfully, as it did 
Mr. Dmmmond, when I tell yon we are 
dressmakers — Nan and Dnlce and I — at least 
that will be onr fntnre occupation.' 

* Ah, jast so t' ejacniated Miss Mewlstone ; 
but she said it with her lips fsx apart, and a 
mistiness came into her sleepy blue eyes. 
Perhaps, though she was stout and middle- 
aged and breathed a little too heavily at 
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times, she remembered — long ago when she 
was yotmg and poor, and had to wage a bitter 
war with the world — ^wben she ate the dry 
bread and drank the bitter water of depen- 
dence, and felt herself ill-nonrished by snob 
nnpalatable sastenance. ' Oh, jnst so, poor 
thing r and a little romid tear dripped OD to 
the ball of scarlet fleecy wool. 

But MiB. Cheyne listened to the annoonce- 
ment in iar different mood. There was an 
incredalons stare at Phillis, as thoagh she 
Bospected her of a joke ; and then she laoghed 
a dry, harsh laogh that was not qoite pleasant 
to hear. 

' Oh, this is droll, passing droU t' she said, 
and leaned back on her cnshions, and drew 
her Indian cashmere roond her, and frowned 
a little. 

' I am glad yon find it so,' returned Phillis, 
who was nonplussed at this, and did not know 
what to say, and was a little angiy in conse- 
quence ; and then she got np from her chair 
with a demonstration of spirit. ' I am glad yon 
find it BO ; but to ns it is sad earnestness I' 

' What t are yon going ?' asked Mrs. 
Cheyne, with a keen glance throagh her 
25—2 

D,g,l,7?<lT,GOC 



68 Not like other Girh. 

half-shnt eyes at poor Phillis standing so tall 
and straight before her. ' And yon have not 
told me the reason for taking so strange a 
step 1' 

' The reason lies in oar poverty and paucity 
of resonrces,' was Phillis's cnrt reply. 

* It is not to make a sensation, then ? no, 
I did not mean that,' as Phillis shot an indig- 
nant glance at her — ' not exactly ; bnt there 
is no knowing what the emancipated girl 
will do. Of coarse, I have no right to 
qnestion, who was a stranger to yoa foor- 
aud-twenty hoars ago, and had never heard 
the name of Challoner, except that it waa a 
good and an old name; bnt when one sees 
yoong things like yoa aboat to forfeit caste, 
and build up a barrier between yonrselves and 
yoor equals that the bravest will fear to pass, 
it seems as thoagh one mast lift ap one's 
voice in protest.' 

' Thank yon ; bnt it will be no nse,' 
returned Phillis coldly. 

' Yon are determined to make other people's 
dresses ?' and here her lip cnrled a little, 
perhaps involontarily. 

' We must make dresses or starve ; for oar 
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fingers are cleverer than onr brains,' replied 
Phillis defiantly ; for she knew nothing about 
it, and her powers were so inunatnre and 
unfledged that she had never tried her wings, 
and had no notion whether she could fly or 
not, and yet no girl had a clearer head. ' We 
have chosen work that we know we can do 
well, and we mean not to be ashamed of otiT 
occnpation. In the old days ladies nsed to 
Bpin and weave, and no one blamed them, 
though they were noble ; and if my work will 
bring me money, and keep the mother com- 
fortable, I see nothing that will prevent my 
doing it.' 

'Ah, yon are romantic, Miss Ghalloner; 
yon will soon be tanght matter-of-fact I' 

' I am willing to learn anything, but I 
mnst choose ' my teachers,' retorted Phillis, 
with a little heat, for the word ' romantic ' and 
the satirical droop of Mrs. Cheyne's lip 
made her decidedly cross. ' Bat I mnst not 
detain yon any more with onr nninteresting 
affairs,' dropping a little cnrtsey, half in 
piqne and half in mockery, for her spirits 
were rising nnder this roogh treatment. 

'It is far from nninteresting ; I have not 
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heard anything so exciting for a long time. 
Well, perhaps yon had hetter go hefore I say 
anything very rode, for I am terribly out- 
spoken, and I think yon are all silly self- 
wUled yonng people;' then, as Phillis bridled 
her neck like an nntamed colt, she caught 
hold of the girl's dress to detain her, and the 
sharpness passed out of her eyes. ' Now 
don't , go away and believe that I think 
any worse of you for telling me this. I 
am a cross-grained body, and contradiction 
makes me worse. I don't know how I shall 
act ; I must have tune to consider this extra- 
ordinary bit of news. But all the same, what- 
ever I do, whether I know you or do not 
know you, I shall always think you the very 
bravest girl I ever saw ;' and tiien she let her 
go, and PhilUe, with her head in the air and 
her thoughts all topsy-turvy, marched out of 
the room. 

But when she reached the end of the 
corridor there was a soft but distinctly 
audible breathing behind her, and, as in 
Mr. Dnunmond's case, Miss Mewlstone's 
shadowy gray gown swept between her and 
the door. 
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' Miss Mewlstone, how yoa startled me ! 
bst the carpets are so soft and thick I' 

' Yes, indeed ! Just so, my dear ; but 
Phillips must be asleep, as he does not answer 
the bell, and so I thought I would let you 
out. You are young to walk alone ; shall I 
throw a shawl over my cap, and walk down 
the road with you ?' 

' Not for worlds, my dear Miss Mewlstone ;' 
but Phillis was quite touched at this unex- 
pected kindness. Miss Mewlstone did not 
look sleepy now ; her small blue eyes were 
ynAft open, and her round placid face wore a 
roost kindly expression, and there was a 
tremulous movement of her hands, as though 
they were feeling after something. ' It is 
only such a little bit of road ; and, though 
the trees make it dark, I am not the least 
a&aid of going alone.' 

' Ah ! just BO. When we are young, we 
are brave ; it is the old who are afraid of the 
grasshopper. I hke your spirit, my dear — 
and so does she, though she is a little taken 
aback and disappointed ; but anything that 
interests and rouses her is welcome. Even 
this may do her good ; for it will give her 
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something to think abont beBides her own 
troubles.' 

' I have heard of her troubles ' began 

Phillis ; but a moving door arrested Miss 
Mewlstone's attention, and she interrupted 
her horriedly. 

* Ah t there is Phillips at last. Just so ; 
yon shall hear from me again. It is a gray 
satin — one of her presents ; but I have never 
had it made up ; for what is the use, when 
we keep no company ?' went on Kiss Mewl- 
stone incoherently. ' Oh I is that you, 
Phillips ? Please go with this young lady to 
the lodge-gate. — Yon shall make it after your 
own fashion,' she whispered in Phillis's ear ; 
' and I am not as particular as other people. 
There is Magdalene now. Ah I jnst so. 
Good-night, my dear ; and mind the scraper 
by the gate.' 

Fhillis w^ almost sorry when the obsequi- 
ous Phillips left her ; for the road certainly 
looked terribly dark. There was no moon, 
and the stars chose to be invisible ; and there 
was a hot tbnndery feeling in the air that 
suggested a storm. And she moved aside with 
a slight sensation of uneasiness — not fear, of 
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courae not fear — as a tall, gloomy-looking 
figTire bore swiftly down on her ; for, even if 
a girl be ever so brave, a very tall man 
walking fast on a dark night with a slonch- 
ing hat like a conspirator's is rather a terrify- 
ing object ; and how could she know that it 
was only Archie Drammond in his old garden- 
hat, taking a constitutional ? 

Bat he brought himself np in front of her 
with a sndden jerk. 

* Miss Challoner — alone at this tune of 
night I' 

* Why, it is not ten ; and I conld not wait 
for Dorothy to fetch me I' returned Phillis, 
honad to defend herself, and quite palpitating 
with relief; not that she was afraid — ^not a 
bit of it ! — but still, Mr. Drummond's presence 
WM very welcome. 

' I suppose I shall do as well as Dorothy ?' 
he returned, veering round with the greatest 
ease, just as though he were Dick, and bound 
to escort a Challoner. ' Challoners' Squire,' 
that was his name amongst people. 

' Oh, poor Dick I' thought PhiUis, with a 
sudden rash of tenderness for her old play- 
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mate ; and then she said demurely, bat with 
a spice of malice : 

* Thank yon, Mr. Drnmmond. The road 
is so gloomy that I shall be glad of yonr 
escort this evening ; bat we shaU have to do 
without that sort of thing now, for oar busi- 
ness may often bring as out after dark, and 
we mast learn not to be too particalar.' 

' Oh, this mast not bel' he retamed de- 
cidedly ; and, thoagh it was too dark to see 
his face, she knew by his voice that he was 
dreadinlly shocked. 'I mast see yoar mother, 
and talk to her abont this ; for it woald never 
do for yon to ran aach risks. I conld not 
allow it for a moment ; and, as yoar clei^- 
man ' — coming down from his high horse, 
and stammering a little — ' I have Sorely — • 

surely a right ' but Phillis snapped him 

up in a moment, and pretty sharply too, for 
she had no notion of a young man givii^ 
himself aiis and lecturing her, 

*0h, no right at all I' she assured him; 
' clergymen could only rebuke evil-doers, to 
which class she and her sisters did not belong, 
thank heaven I' to which Mr. Drammond 
devoutly said an ' amen.' ' And would he 
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please tell her if dressmakers were always 
met two-and-two, like the animals in the ark ? 
and how would it somid when she or Kan bad 
been fitting on a dress, on a winter's evening, 
if they were to refuse to leave the hoose nntil 

Dorothy fetched item ? and how ' bnt 

here Mr. Drammond checked her, and the 
darknew hid his smile. 

' Kow yon are beyond me, Miss Ghalloner. 
In a matter of detail, a man, even a parson, is 
oiten at ianlt. Is there no other way of 
managing this odious business ? Forgive me ; 
the word slipped out by accident t Could yon 
not do the fitting, or whatever yon call it, by 
daylight, and stay at home quietly in the 
evening like other young ladies V 

' Of course not,' returned Fbillis promptly. 
She had not the least idea why it could not 
be done ; indeed, if she had been perfectly 
cool — which she was not, for Mrs. Cheyne had 
decidedly stroked her the wrong way and 
ruffled her past endurance — she would have 
appreciated the temperate couuBel vouchsafed 
her, and acquiesced in it without a murmur ; 
but now she seemed bent on contradic- 
tion. 
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' Our opinionB seem to clash to-night,' re- 
turned Mr. Dmnunond good-homonredly, bnt 
feeling that the young lady beside him had 
decidedly a will of her own. * She is veiy 
nice, but she is not as gentle as her sister,' 
he said to himself ; which was hard on Fhillis, 
who, though she was not meek, being a girl 
of spirit, was wholesomely sweet and soond 
to the heart's core. 

'One may be supposed to know one's ' 
business best,' she replied rather drily to this. 
And then, fearing that she might seem nn- 
gracioas to a stranger, who did not know 
her and her little ways, she went on in a 
more cordial tone. 'I am a&aid yon think 
me a little cross to-night ; bnt I have been 
having a stand-np fight, and am rather tired. 
Trying to battle against other people's preju- 
dices makes one irritable. And then, because 
I am down and out of heart about things, our 
clergyman thinks fit to lecture me on pro- 
priety.' 

• Only for your good. You mnst forgive 
me if I have taken too much upon myself,' 
returned Mx. Drummond, with much com- 
punction. ' You seem so lonely. No father 
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or brother — at least — pardon me, I believe 
you have no brother ?' 

' Oh, no ; we have no brother,' sighed 
Fhillis. Their acquaintance was in too early 
a stage to warrant her in bringing in 
Dick's name. Besides, that sort of hetero- 
geneons relationship is so easily miscon- 
Btmed. And then she added, ' I see. Yon 
meant to be very kind, and I was very un- 
grateful.' 

'I only wish I could find some way of 
helping you all,' was his reply to this. But 
it was said with such frank kindness that 
PhiUis's brief haughtiness vanished. They 
were standing at the gate of the Friary by 
this time ; but Mr. Drnnunond still lingered. 
It was Phillis who dismissed him. 

* Good-night, and many thanks,' she said 
brightly. 'It is too late to ask you in, for 
yon see, even dressmakers have their notion of 
propriety.' And as she uttered this malicious 
little speech, the young man broke into a 
laugh that was heard by Dorothy in her little 
kitchen. 

* Oh, that is too bad of you, Miss Chal- 
loner,' he said, as soon as he recovered him- 
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self ; bat, neverthelees, he liked the girl better 
for her little joke. 

Mr. Dranunond's oonBtitntional had lasted 
so long that Mattie grew qnite frightened, 
and came down in her drab dresBing-gown to 
wait for him. It was not a becoming cos- 
tmne, though it was warm and comfortable ; 
bnt then Mattie never considered what became 
her. If anyone had admired her, or cared 
bow she looked or what she wore, or had 
taken an interest in her for her own sake, she 
would doabtlesB have developed an honest 
liking for pretty things. Bat what did it 
matter ander the present circamstances ? 
Mr. Drammond was lighting bis chamber- 
candle when Mattie mshed ont on him — a 
grotesque little figure, all capes and frills. 

' Oh, Archie, bow yoa frightened me ! 
Where have you been ?' 

Archie shrugged hia shoulders at this. 

' I am not aware, Matilda ' — for in severe 
moods he would call her by her full name, a 
thing she specially disliked from him^' I did 
not know before that I was accountable to 
you for my actions. Neither am I particularly 
obliged to you for spying upon me in this 
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way.' For the sight of Mattie at this time 
of night was peculiarly distastefiil. Why was 
he to he watched in his own honse ? 

' Oh dear, Archie I How can yon say snch 
things ? Spy on yon, indeed ; when there is 
a storm coming np, and I was so anxious.' 

' I am very much obliged to yon,' returned 
Archie ironically ; ' but as yon see I am safe, 
don't you think yon had better take off that 
thing ' — ^pointing to the obnoxiona garment — 
* and go to bed ?' And such was his tone 
that poor Mattie fled without a word, and 
cried a little in her dark room, because Archie 
would not be kind to her and let her love 
him, but was always finding fault with one 
trifle or other. To-night it was her poor old 
dressing-gown, which had been her mother's, 
and had been considered good enough for 
Mattie. And then he had called her a spy. 
And here she gave a sob that caught Archie's 
ears as he passed her door. 

' Good-night, you little goose 1' he called 
out, for the sound made him uncomfortable ; 
and though the words were contemptuous, the 
voice was not, and Mattie at once dried her 
eyes and was comforted. 
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But before Archie went to sleep that night, 
he made ap his mind that it was his daty as 
a clergyman and a Christian to look over 
FhilliB's wilfdness, and to be&iend to the 
ntmost of his power the strangers, widow and 
£itherleBB, that Providence had placed at bis 
very gates. 

' They are so very lonely, poor things I' 
he said to himself; ' not a man about them. 
By-the-bye, I noticed she did not wear an 
engagement-ring.' Bnt which was the ' she ' 
he meant, was an enigma known only to 
himself. ' Not a man abont them I' he 
repeated in a satisfied manner, for w yet the 
name of Dick had not soonded in his ear. 
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CHAPTEK V. 

BBEAEINO THE PEACE. 

^AK went to Beach House to fetch 
her mother home, escorted by 
Laddie, who was growing a most 
rollicking and friendly little animal, and a 
great consolation to his mistress, whom he 
loved heartily with all his doggish heart. 

They all three came back in an old fly 
belonging to their late host, and foond Fhillis 
waiting for them on the doorstep, who made 
her mother the foUowii^ little speech : 

'Now, mammie, yon are to kiss ns, and 
tell ns what good indnstrions girls we have 
been; and then yon are to shnt yonr eyes, 
and look at nothing; and then sit down in 
yonr old arm-chair, and try and make the 
best of everything.' 

VOL. II. 26 
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' Welcome home, dearest mother,' said 
Kan, softly kissing her. ' Home is home, 
however poor it may be ; and thank God for 
it,' finished the girl reverently. 

'Oh, my darlings t' exclaimed the poor 
mother; and then she cried a little, and 
Dnlce came np and put a rose-bnd in her 
hand ; and Dorothy executed an old-fashioned 
cnrtsey, and hoped that her mistress and the 
dear yonng ladies would try and make them- 
selves as happy as posdble. 

* Happy, you silly old Dorothy ! of course 
we mean to be as busy as bees, and as frolic- 
some as kittens 1' returned Phillis, who had 
recovered her old sprightliness, and was ready 
to-day for a dozen Mrs. Cheynes and all 
the clei^ of the diocese. 'Now, mammie, 
yon are only to peep into this room ; this is 
our work-Toom, and those are the curtains 
Mr. Dnuumond was kind enough to hang. 
In old days,' continued PhiUis, with mock 
solemnity, ' the parson would have pronounced 
a benediction ; but the modem Anglican per- 
forms another function, and with much gravity 
ascends the steps and hooks up the curtains of 
the new-comers.' 
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' Oh, Phillis, how can yon be bo absurd ! 
I am sure it was very good-natured of him. 
Come, mother dear, we will not stand here 
listening to her nonsense ;' and Nan drew her 
mother to the parlonr. 

It was a very small room ; bnt still, snng 
and comfortable, and fall of pretty things. 
Tea waa laid on the little ronnd table that 
would hardly hold five, as Nan once observed, 
thinking of Dick ; and the evening's snnshine 
was stealing in,- but not too obtmsively. 
Mrs. Challoner tried not to think it doll, and 
endeavoared to say a woid of praise at the 
arrangements Dnlce pointed out to her ; bnt 
the thought of Glen Cottage, and her pretty 
drawing-room, and the veranda with its 
climbing roses, and the shady lawn with the 
seat under the acacia-trees, almost over- 
powered her. That tUey should come to 
this I That they should be sitting in this 
mean little parlonr, where there was hardly 
room to move, looking out at the little strip 
of grass, and the medlar-tree, and the empty 
green-honse I Kan saw her mother's lip 
quiver, and adroitly turned the subject to 
their neighbours. She had so much to say 
26—2 
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ftbont Mr, Drnmmond and his sister, that 
Mrs. Ghalloner grew quite interested ; never- 
theless, it was a snrprise even to Nan when 
Dorothy presently opened tiie door, and Mr. 
Drnmmond coolly walked in with a magnifi- 
cent hasket of roses in his hand. 

Nan gravely introdnced him to her mother, 
and the yonng man accosted her ; bnt there 
was a little sorprise on his face. He had 
taken it into his head that Mrs. Ghalloner 
wonld be a far older-looking and more 
homely person; bnt the stately -looking 
woman before him might have been an older 
and faded edition of Nan. Somehow, her 
appearance confused him ; and he commenced 
with an apology for his intrusion : 

' I ought not to have been so uncere- 
monious. I am afraid, as you have just 
arrived, my visit will seem an intrusion ; hut 
my sister thought you would like some of 
our roses ' — he had obliged poor Mattie to 
say so — * and, as we had cut some fine ones, 
we thought you ought to have them while 
they are fresh.' 

' Thank yon ; this is very kind and neigh- 
bourly,' returned Mrs. Ghalloner ; but, though 
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her tone was perfectly civil, Nan thoaght her 
manner a little cold, and hastened to interpose 
with a few glowing words of admiration. 

' The roses were lovely ; they were finer 
than those at Longmead, or even at Fitzroy 
Lodge, thongh Lady Fitzroy prided herself 
on her roses.' Archie pricked up his ears at 
this latter name, which escaped qnite in- 
volnntarily from Nan. ' And waa it not good 
of Miss Dmmmond to spare them so many, 
and of Mr. Brnmmond to carry them ?' aU of 
which Nan said with a sweet gracionsness 
that healed the yonng man's embarrassment 
in a moment. 

' Yes, indeed !' echoed Mrs. Challoner, 
obedient, as usual, to her daughter's lead. 
' And you must thank your sister, Mr. Drum- 
mond ; and tell her how fond my girls are of 
flowers.' But, though Mrs. Challoner said 
this, the roses were not without thorns for her. 
Why had not Miss Brummond brought them 
herself ? She was pleased indeed that, under 
existing circumstances, anyone should be civil 
to her girls ; but was there not a little patron- 
age intended ? She was not quite sure that 
she rejoiced in having such neighbours. Mr. 
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Drammond was nice and gentlemanly, bat he 
waB far too yoong and handsome for an on- 
married clergyman — at least, that was her 
old-fashioned opinion ; and when one has 
three very good-looking daughters, and dreads 
the idea of losing one, one may be pardoned 
for distmsting even a basket of roses. 

If Mr. Drammond perceived her slight 
coldness, he seemed qnite determined to over- 
come it. He took small notice of Nan, who 
basied herself at once arranging the flowers 
nnder his eyes ; even FhiUis, who looked good 
and demnre this evening, failed to obtain a 
word. He talked almost exclnsively to Mrs. 
Challoner, plying her with artful questions 
about their old home, which he now learnt 
was at Oldfield, and gaining scraps of informa- 
tion that enabled him to obtain a pretty clear 
insight into their present circumstances. 

Mrs. Challoner, who was a soft-hearted 
woman, was not proof against so much sym* 
pathy. She perceived that Mr. Drammond was 
sorry for them, and she began to warm a Uttle 
towards him. His manner was so respectful, 
his words so discreet ; and then he behaved so 
nicely, taking no notice of the girls, though 
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Nan was looking bo pretty, but just talking to 
her in a grave roBponsible way, as though he 
were a gray-haired man of sixty. 

PhilKs was not quite sure she approved of 
it ,* in the old days she had never been so ex- 
cluded irom conversation : she would have 
liked a word now and then. But Kan sat by 
quite contented ; it pleased her to see her 
mother roused and interested. 

When Mr. Drmnmond took his leave, she 
accompanied him to the door, and thanked 
him quite warmly. 

' You have done her so much good, for this 
first evening is such a trial to her, poor thing !' 
said Nan, lifting her lovely eyes to the young 
man's face. 

'I am so glad. 1 will come again,' he 
said, rather incoherently. And as he went 
oat of the green door he told himself that it 
was his clear duty to befriend this interesting 
family. He ought to have gone homo and 
written to Grace, for it was long past the 
time when she always expected to hear from 
him. But the last day or two he had rather 
shirked this duty. It would be difficult to 
explain to Grace. She might be rather 
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shocked, for she was a little prim in sach 
things, being her mother's dangfater. He 
thought he wonld ask Mattie to tell her about 
the Cballoners, and that he was busy and 
tronld write soon ; and when he had made np 
his mind to this, he went down to the sea- 
shore and amused himself by sitting on a 
breakwater and staring at the fishing-smackS' — 
which of course showed how very busy he 
was. 

' I think I shall like Mr. Bmmmond,' 
observed Mrs. Ghalloner, in a tolerant tone, 
when Kau had accompanied the young Vicar 
to the door. ' He seems an earnest, good 
sort of young man.' 

' Yes, mammie dear. And. I am sure he 
has fallen in love with you,' returned Phillis 
naughtily, * for he talked to no one else. 
And yon are so young-looking and pretty that 
of course no one could be surprised if he did.' 
But though Mrs. Ghalloner said, ' Oh, Phillis I' 
and looked dreadfully shocked in a proper 
matronly way, what was the use of that 
when the mischievous girl burst out laughing 
in her fece ? 

But the intemiption had done them all 
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good, and the eTening passed less heavily 
than they had dared to hope. And when 
Mrs. Challoner complained of fatigne and 
retired early, escorted by Dorothy, who was 
dying for a chat with her mistress, the three 
girls went out in the garden, and walked, 
after their old foshion, arm-in-arm up and 
down the lawn, with Nan in the middle ; 
though Dulce ponted and pretended that the 
lawn was too narrow, and that PhiUis was 
poshing her on the gravel path. 

Their mother's window was open, and 
they could have heard snatches of Dorothy's 
conversation if they had chosen to listen: 
Dolce stood still a moment, and wafted a little 
kiss towards her mother's room. 

' Dear old mamsie 1 She has been very 
good this evening, has she not. Nan ? She 
has only cried the least wee bit when you 
kissed her.' 

' Yes, indeed. And somebody else has 
been good too. "What do yon say, Phillis ? 
Has not Dolce been the best child possible ?' 

' Ofa, Nan, I should be ashamed to be 
otherwise,' returned Dolce, in such an earnest 
manner that it made her sisters laogh. ' Do 
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you think I conld see yoa both bo good and 
cheerfal, making the best of things, and never 
complaining, even when the tears are in your 
eyes — as yours are often, Nan, when yon 
think no one is looking — and not try and copy 
yonr example ? I am dreadfolly proad of yon 
both — that is what I am,' continued the warm- 
hearted girl. ' I never knew before what was 
in my sisters. And now I feel as thongh I 
want the whole world to come and admire 
my Phillis and. Nan !' 

' Little flatterer !' but Nan squeezed Dnlce's 
arm affectionately. And Phillis said in a 
joking tone : 

' Ah, it was not half so bad. This 
evening there was mother looking so dear 
and pretty ; and there were you girls ; and 
though the nest is small, it feels warm and 
cosy. And if we conld only forget Glen 
Cottage, and leave off missing the old faces, 

which I never shall ' ('Nor I,' echoed 

Nan, with a deep sigh, fetched from some- 
where) — ' and root ourselves afresh, we shfdl 
contrive not to be unhappy.' 

' I think it is our duty to cultivate cheer- 
fulness,' added Nan seriously; and after this 
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they fell to a discnssion ou ways and means. 
Ab usual, Phillis was chief spokeswoman, but to 
Nan belonged the privilege of the casting vote. 

The next few days were weary ones to Mrs. 
Challoner; there was still much to be done 
before the Friary could be pronounced in 
order. The girls spent most of the daylight 
honi^ nnpacking boxes, sorting and arranging 
their treaeures, and, if the truth must be told, 
helping Dorothy to polish furniture and wash 
glass and china. 

Mrs. Challoner, who was not strong enough 
for these household labours, found herself 
condemned to hem new dnstera, and mend 
old table-linen, to the tune of her own sad 
thoughts. Mr. Drummond found her sorting 
a little heap on the parlour-tablo, when he 
dropped in casually one morning ; this time 
with some very fine cherries that his sister 
thought Mrs. ChaUoner would enjoy. 

When Mr. Drummond began his little 
speech he could have sworn that there were 
tears on the poor lady's cheeks ; but when he 
had finished she looked up at him with a 
smile, and thanked him warmly, and then 
they had quite a nice chat together. 
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Mr. Drnmmond's visit was quite a god- 
send, she told him, for her girls were busy 
and had no time to talk to her ; and ' one's 
thoughts are not always pleasant companions,' 
she added, with a sigh. And Mr. Dmmmond, 
who had caught sight of the tears, was at once 
sympathetic, and expressed himself in snch 
feeling terms — for he was more at ease in the 
girls' absence — that Mrs. Cballoner opened 
ont in the most confiding way, and told him 
a great deal that he bad been anzions to leun. 

Bat she soon found ont, to her dismay, 
that be disapproved of her girls' plans ; for he 
told her so at once, and in the coolest manner. 
The opportunity for airing his views on the 
subject was far too good to be lost. Mrs. 
Cballoner was alone; she was in a low 
dejected mood; the rulers of the household 
were gathered in an upper chamber. What 
would PhiUis have said, as she warbled a 
rather flat accompaniment to Nan's ' Bonnie 
Dundee,' which she was singing to keep up 
their spirits over a piece of hard work, if she 
had known that Mr. Dmmmond was at that 
moment in possession of her mother's ear ? 

' Oh, Mr. Drnmmond, this is very sad, if 
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everyone Bhould think as yon do about my 
poor girls ! and Fhillis does so object to 
being called romantic ;' for he had hinted in a 
gentlemanly way that he thoaght the whole 
scheme was crude and girlish and Quixotic to 



* I hope you will not tell her, then,' returned 
Mr. Drommoud, in a soothing tone, for Mrs. 
Ghalloner was beginning to look agitated. 
' I am afraid nothing I say will induce Miss 
Ghalloner to give up her pet scheme ; but I 
felt, as your clergyman, it was my duty to let 
you know my opinion ;' and here Archie 
looked so very solemn that Mrs. Ghalloner, 
being a weak woman and apt to overvalue 
the least expression of masculine opinion, grew 
more and more alarmed. 

' Oh yes !' she faltered ; ' it is very good — 
very nice of you to tell me this.' Phillis 
would have laughed in his face, and Mrs. 
Gheyne would have found something to say 
about his youth ; but in Idrs. Ghalloner's eyes, 
though she was an older woman, Archie's 
solemnity and oriental beard carried tremen- 
dous weight with them. He might be young, 
nevertheless she was bound to listen meekly 
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to him, and respect his counsel as one who 
had a certain anthority over her. ' Oh, yoa 
are very good ! and if only my girls had not 
made np their minds so quickly — bnt now, 
what can I do but feel very nncomfortable 
after yon have told me this ?' 

' Oh, as to that, there is always time for 
eyerything; it is never too late to mend,' 
returned Mr. Drummond tritely. 'I meant 
from the first to tell you what I thought, if I 
should ever have an opportunity of speaking 
to yon alone. You see, we Oxford men have 
our own notions about things ; we do not always 

go with the tide. If your daughters ' 

here he hesitated and grew red, for he was a 
modest, honest young fellow in the main — 
' pardon me, hut I am only proposing an 
hypothesis — if they wanted to make a sensa- 
tion and get themselves talked about, no 
doubt they would achieve a success, for the 

novelty ' but here he stopped, reduced to 

silence by the shocked expression of Mrs. 
Challoner's face. 

' Mr. Drummond ! my girls — make a sensa- 
tion — be talked about I' she gasped, and all 
the spirit of her virtuous matronhood, and all 
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the instinctiTe feeling that years of cnltore 
and' engrained refinement of natore had en- 
graidered, shone in her eyes. Her Nan and 
Fhillis and Doloe to draw this on them- 
selves ! 

Now at this nnlncky moment, when the 
maternal fires were all alight, who should 
enter hut Fhillis, wanting ' pins, and dozens of 
them — qnickly, please ;' and still warbling 
flatly that refrain of ' Bonnie Dundee.' 

' Oh, Phillis ! Oh, my darling child I' cried 
Mrs. Ohalloner, qaite hysterically ; ' do yon 
know what your clergyman says ? and if he 
should say such things, what will be the 
world's opinion ? No, Mr. Drummond, I did 
not mean to be angry. Of eourse you are tell- 
ing UB this for our good ; but I do not know 
when I have been so shocked.' 

' Why, what is this ?' demanded Phillis 
calmly ; but she fixed her eyes on the un- 
lucky clergyman, who began to wish that 
that last speech had not been uttered. 

' He says it is to make a sensation — to be 
talked about — that you are going to do this,' 
gasped Mrs. Challoner, who was far too much 
npset to weigh words truly. 
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'What!' PhillJB only uttered that very 
pnineam'ng monosyllable; nevertheless, Archie 
jnmped from hie seat as thongh he had been 
shot. 

' Mrs. Challoner, really this is too bad t 
No, yon mnst allow me to explain,' as Fhillis 
tnmed aside with a corling hp, aa thongh she 
would leave them. He actually went be- 
tween her and the door, as thongh he meant 
to prevent ber egress forcibly. There is no 
knowing to what lengths be would have gone 
in his sudden agitation. ' Only wait a 
moment, until I explain myself. Yonr mother 
has misondeTBtood me altogether. Never has 
such a thought entered my mind !' 

' Oh,' observed Fhillis. But now she stood 
0till, and began to collect her pins out of her 
mother's basket. * Perhaps, as this is rather 
unpleasant, you will have the kindness to tell 
me what it was you said to my mother ?' and 
she spoke hke a young princess who has just 
received an insult. 

' I desire nothing more,' returned Archie^ 
determined to defend himself at all costs. ' I 
had been speaking to Mrs. Challoner about all 
this unfortunate business. She was good 
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enough to repose confidence in me, and, as 
your clergyman, I felt myself bound to tell 
her exactly my opinions on the subject.' 

' I do not quite see the necessity ; but no 
doubt yon know best,' was Phillis's somewhat 
Barcastic answer. 

'At least, I did it for the best,' returned 
the young man humbly. ' I pointed out 
things to Mrs. Challoner, as I told yon I 
should. I warned her what the world would 
Bay : that it would regard your plan as very 
singular and perhaps Quixotic. Sorely there 
is nothing in this to offend you f 

* You have not touched on the worst part 
of all/ returned Fhillis, with a little disdain 
in her voice. * About making a sensation, I 
mean.* 

' There it was that yonr mother so entirely 
misnnderstood. What I said was this, " K 
this dressmaking scheme were undertaken just 
to make a sensation it wonld, of course, 
aehieTe success, for I tiiought the novelty 
might take." And then I added that I was 
merely statmg an hypothesis by way of argu- 
ment ; and then Mrs. Challoner looked 
shocked, and you came in.' 
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' Is that all ?' asked Phillis, coming down 
&om her stilts at once, for she knew of old 
how her mother wonld confiise things some- 
times; and, if this were the trath, she, 
Phillis, had been rather too hard on him. 

* Yes. Do you see now any necessity for 
quarrelling with me ?' returned Mr. Drum- 
mond, breathing a little more freely as the 
frown lessened on Fhillis's face. He wanted 
to be friends with these girls, not to turn 
them against him. 

' "Well, no ; .1 believe not/ she answered 
quite gravely. ' And I am sure I beg your 
pardon if I was rude.' But this Archie 
would not allow for a moment. 

' But, Mr. Drummond, one .word before 
peace is quite restored,' went on Phillis, with 
something of her old archness, ' or else I will 
fetch my sisters, and you will . have three of 
us against you.' 

* Oh do, phillis, my dear,' interrupted her 
mother ; ' let them come and hear what Mr. 
Drummond thinks.' 

' Mammy, how dare you I — how dare you 
be so contumacious, after all the trouble we 
have taken to set your dear fidgety mind at 
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rest ? Just look what yoa have done, Mr. 
Drammoucl,' inming npon him. ' Now I am 
not going to forgive yoa, and we will not 
traat the mother oat of oar sight, anless yoa 
promise not to say these sort of things to her, 
when we are not here to answer them.' 

' But, Miss Challoner, my pastoral con- 
science 1' bat his eyes twinkled a httle. 

' Oh, never mind that !' she retorted mis- 
chievoosly. ' I will give yon leave to lectare 
as collectively, bat not individaally : that 
mast not be thoagbt abont for a moment.' 
She had not a notion what the queer egres- 
sion on Mr. Drammond's face meant, and he 
did not know himself ; bat he had the strongest 
desire to langh at this. 

They parted after this the best of friends ; 
and Phillis tasted the cherries, and prononnced 
them very good. 

' Yoa have quite forgiven me ?' Mr. Drum- 
mond said, as she accompanied him to the 
door before rejoining her sisters. * Yoa know 
I have promised not to do it again antil the 
next time.' 

'Oh, we shall see about that!' returned 
Phillis good-humonredly. ' Fore-warned is 
27—2 
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fore-armed ; and there is a triple alliance 
against yon.' 

' Grood heaTens, what mockery it seema ! 
I never saw such girls — never 1' thought Mr. 
Drmnmond, as he took long strides down the 
road. ' But Mattie is right ; they meao 
business, and nothing in the world would 
change that girl's determination if she had 
set herself to carry a thing out. I never 
knew a stronger will !' and in this he was 
tolerably right. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

' TBIMMING8, NOT SQUAILB.' 

I HE longest week must have an end ; 
and BO at last the eventftil Monday 
morning arrived — 'Black Monday,' 
as Dolce called it ; and then sighed as she 
looked ont on the sunshine and the waving 
trees, and thought bow delicioos a long walk 
or a game of tennis would be, instead of 
stitch, stitch, stitching all day. But Dulce 
was an unselfish little soul, and kept all 
these thoughts to herself, and dressed her- 
self quickly ; for she had overslept herself, 
and Fhillis had long been downstairs. 

Kan was locking up the tea-caddy as she 
entered the parlour, and Phillis was standing 
by the table, drawing on her gloves ; and her 
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lips were twitching a little — a way they had 
when Fhillis was nerrons. 

Nan went ap and kissed her, and gave her 
an enconn^ing pat. 

< That is for Inck, my dear ; and mind 
yon make the best of poor Miss Milner's 
dampy, ronndaboat little figure. There, I 
have pnt the body-lining, and the measaring- 
tape, and a paper of pins, in this little black 
bag ; and I have not forgotten the scissors — 
oh, dear no 1 I have not forgotten the scissors,' 
went on Nan, with sach surprising cheerfol- 
nesB, that Fhillis saw through it, and was 
down on her in a moment. 

' No, Nan ; there, I declare I will not be 
such a goose. I am not nervous — not one 
bit ; it is pure fun, that's what it is. Dulce, 
what a naughty child you are to over-sleep 
yourself this morning ; and I had not the 
heart to wake you — you looked so like a baby ; 
and we never wake babies, because they are 
sure to squall 1' 

' Oh, Phil, are you going to Miss Milner's ? 
I would have walked with you if I had had 
my breakfast ; but I am so hungry.' 

* I could not possibly wait,' returned PhiUis ; 
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* pnnctnality is one of the first daties of — hem 
• — dressmakerB ; all orders executed promptly, 
and promises performed with nndeviating 
regnlarity — those are my maxims. Eat a 
good breakfast, and then see if mammy wants 
any help, for Nan mnst be ready for me at 
the work -table, for she is oar head catter-ont;' 
and then Phillis nodded briskly, and walked 
away. 

By a sittgalar chance Mr. Dmmmond was 
watering his ferns in the front coort as Phillis 
passed, and in spite of her relactance, for 
somehow he was the last person she wanted 
to encounter that day, she was obliged to 
wish him good>moming. 

* Good-morning 1 Yes, indeed it is a glorioos 
morning,' observed Archie brightly; 'and 
may I ask where you are going so early ?' 
. ' Only to the Library,' returned Phillis 
laconically; but the colour mounted to her 
forehead. ' We begin business to-day.' 

And then Archie took up his watering-pot, 
and .refrained from any more questions. It 
was absurd, perhaps ; but at the moment ha 
had forgotten, and the remembrance was not 
pleasing. 
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Phillis felt quite braTe after this, and 
walked into the library as though the place 
belonged to her. When it came to details, 
MiBs Milner was far more nervous than she. 

She would keep apologizing to Phillis for 
making her stand so long, and she wanted to 
hold the pins and to pick up the scissors that 
Phillis had dropped ; and when the young 
dressmaker consulted her about the trimmings, 
she was far too humble to intrnde her opinions. 

' Anything yon think best, Miss Challoner, 
for you have such beautiful taste as never 
was seen ; and I am sure the way you have 
fitted that body-lining is just wonderful, and 
would be a lesson to Miss Slasher for life. 
No, don't put the pins in your mouth, there's 
a dear.' 

For in her intense zeal Phillis had thought 
herself bound to follow the manners of Mrs. 
Sloper, the village factotum, and she always 
did so, though Kan afterwards assured her 
that it was not necessary, and that in this 
particular they might be allowed to deviate 
from example. 

But she was quite proud of herself when 
she bad finished, for the material seemed to 
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mould under her fingers in the most marvellous 
way, and she knew the fit would be perfect. 
She wanted to rush off at once, and set to 
work with Nan ; but Miss Milner would not 
let her off so easily. There was orange wine 
and seed-cake of her own making in the back 
parlour, and she had just one question — a 
very little question — to ask. And here Miss 
Milner coughed a little behind her hand to 
gain time and recover her courage. 

' The little papers were about the shop, 

and Mrs. Trimminga aaw one, and — and ' 

here Phillis came promptly to her relief. 

'And Mrs. Trimmings wants to order a 
dress, does she ?' and PhilUs bravely kept 
down the sudden sinking of heart at the 
news. 

Mrs. Trimmings was the butcher's wife — 
the sister of that very Mrs. Squails of whom 
Dulce once made mention — well known to be 
the dressiest woman in Hadleigh, who was 
mnch given to imitate her betters. The 
newest fashions — the best materials — ^were 
always to be found on Mrs. Trimmings' 
portly figure. 

' What could I do ?' observed Miss Milner 
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apologetically ; ' the papers were abont the 
shop, and what does tiie woman do bnt take 
one up. " I wonder what sort of dressmakers 
these are?" she said careless-like; "there is 
my new blue silk that Andrew brought him- 
self from London, and paid five-and-sixpeDce 
a yard for in St. Paul's Churchyard ,* and I 
daren't let MIbs Slasher have it, for she made 
such a mesE of that French merino. She had 
to let it out at every seam before X could get 
into it, and it is so tight for me now that I 
shall be obliged to cut it up for Mary Anne. 
I wonder if I dare try these new people ?" ' 
' And what did you say, Miss Miluer ?' 
'What could I do then, my dear young 
lady, but speak up and say the best I could 
for you ? for though Mrs. Trimmings is not 
high, not one of the gentry I mean, and has 
a rough tongue sometimes, still she knows 
what good stuff and good cutting-out means, 
and a word from her might do you a power of 
good among the townfolks, for her gowns are 
always after the best patterns.' 

'AH right!' returned Phillis cheerfully; 
' one must creep before one runs, and until 
the gentry employ us, we ought to think 
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ourselves fortunate to work for the town- 
people. I am not a bit above making a dress 
for Mrs. Trimmings, thongh I would rather 
make one for yon, Miss MUner, because yon 
have been so kind to us.' 

• There now, didn't I say there never were 
such yotuig ladies!' exclaimed Miss Hilner, 
quite affected at this. ' Well, if yon are sure 
you don't mind, Miss Ghalloner dear, will you 
please go to Mra. Trimmings this morning ? 
for though' I told her my dress was to be 
finished first, stiU, Trimmings' isn't a stone's- 
throw from here ; and you may as well settle 
a thing when you are about it.' 

* And I will take the silk. Miss Milaer, if 
you will kindly let me have a nice piece of 
brown paper.' 

'Indeed, and yon will do no such thing, 
Miss Challoner ; and there is Joseph going 
down with the papers to Mr. Drummond's, 
and will leave it at the Friary as he passes.' 

' Oh, thank you,' observed Phillis grate- 
fully. * Then I will pencil a word to my 
sister, to let her know why I am detained ;' 
and she scrawled a line to Nan : 

' Trimmings, not Squalls — here begin- 
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netb the first chapter. Expect me when 
yon see me, and do nothing until I come.' 

There was no side-door at Trimmings', and 
Mrs. Trimmings was at the desk, jotting down 
legs of matton, and entries of gravy-beef and 
suet, with a rapidity that wonld have tried 
any other woman's brain except a batcher's 
wife. 

When Phillis approached, she looked up at 
her suavely, expecting custom. 

' Jnst half a moment, ma'am,' she said 
civilly. ' Yes, Joe, wing-rib, and half of suet 
to Mrs. Penfold, and a loin of lamb and sweet- 
bread for No. 12, Albert Terrace. Now, 
ma'am, what can I do for yon ?' 

* I have only come about your dress, Mrs. 
Trimmings,' returned Phillis, in a very small 
voice ; and then she tried not to laugh, as 
Mrs. Trimmings regarded her with a broad 
stare of astonishment, which took her in com- 
prehensively, hat, dress, and neat dogskin 
gloves. 

* Yon might have taken up my pen, and 
knocked me down with it,' was Mrs. Trim- 
mings' graphic description of her feelings 
afterwards, as she carved a remarkably fine 
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loin of veal, with a knuckle of ham, and eome 
kidney-beans to go with it. ' There was the 
Colonel standing by the desk, Andrew; and 
he tnmed right round, and looked at as both. 
" I've come about yonr dress, Mrs. Trim- 
mings," she said, as pert-like as possible ; 
law, I thonght I should have dropped, I was 
that taken aback.' 

Phillis's feelings were none of the pleasantest 
when Colonel Middleton tnmed round and 
looked at her. There was an expression 
almost of sorrow in the old man's eyes, as 
he so regarded her, which made her feel hot 
and uncomfortable. It was a relief when Mrs. 
Trimmings ronsed from her stupefaction and 
bustled ont of the desk. 

' This way, miss,' she said, with a jerk of 
her oomely head. But her tone changed a 
little, and became at once sharp and familiar. 
* I hope you understand your business, for I 
never could abide waste ; and the way Miss 
Slasher cut into that grey merino — and it only 
just meets, so to say — and the breadths are as 
scanty as possible ; and it would go to my heart 
to have a beautiful piece of silk spoiled, five- 
and-sispence a yard, and not a flaw in it.' 
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' If I thonght I should spoil yonr dress I 
would not undertake it,' returned Fhillis 
gently. She felt she must keep herself per- 
fectly quiet with this sort of people. ' My 
sister and I have jast made up some veiy 
pretty silk and cashmere costumes, and they 
fitted as perfectly as possible.' 

' Oh, indeed,' observed Mrs. Trimmings, in 
a patronizing tone. She had no idea that 
the costume of which PhiUis spoke had been 
worn by the young dressmaker at one of 
Lady Fitzroy's afternoon parties. She was 
not quite at her ease with Phillis ; she thought 
her a httle high-and-mighty in her mann^. 
' A 'uppish young person,' as she said after- 
wards ; ' but her grand airs made no sort of 
difference to me, I can assure you.' 

There was no holding pins or picking up 
scissors in this case. On the contrary. Mis. 
Trimmings watched with a vigilant eye, and 
was ready to pounce on Fhillis at the least 
mistake or oversight, seeing which, Fhillis 
grew cooler and more ofiTiand every moment. 
There was a great deal of haggling over 
the cut of the sleeve and arrangement of the 
drapery, ' If you will kindly leave it to me,' 
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FhiUis said once ; but nothing was iarther 
from Mrs. Trimmings' intention. She had 
not a silk dress every day. And she had 
always been accostomed to settle all these 
points herself, while Miss Slasher had stood 
by humbly turning over the pages of her 
fashion-books, and calling her at every sen- 
tence, ' Ma'am,' a word that Fhillis's Hps had 
not yet uttered. PhiUis's patience was almost 
tired out, when she was at last allowed to 
depart, with a large brown-paper parcel 
under her arm. Mrs. Trimmings would have 
wrapped it up in newspaper, but FhiUis had so 
curtlyrefused to have anything but brown-paper, 
that her manner rather overawed the woman. 
Poor Phillis ! Yes ; it had really come to 
pass, and here she was, actually walking 
through Hadleigh in the busiest time of the 
day, with a large, ugly-looking parcel and a 
little black bag. She had thought of sending 
Dorothy for the dress, bat she knew .what a 
trial it would have been to the old woman to 
see one of her young ladies reduoed to this, 
and she preferred ladening herself to hurting 
the poor old creature's feelings. So she 
walked out bravely in her best style. But, 
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neTerthelesB, her shapely neck would turn it- 
self now and then from side to side as thongh 
in dread of some familiar face. And there 
were little pin-pricks all over her of irritation 
and mortified self-love. * A thing is all very 
well in theory, bat it may be tongh in 
practice,' she said to herself. And she felt 
an irresistible desire to return the oflending 
dress to that odious Trimmings, and tell her 
she wonld have nothing to do with her — 'a 
disagreeable old cat,' I am afraid PhiUis 
called her, for one is not always charitable 
and civil-epoken in one's thoughts. 

* We are going the same way. May I 
carry that formidable-looking parcel for yon ?' 
asked a voice that was certainly becoming very 
&miliar. 

Poor PhiUis started and blnshed ; bnt she 
looked more annoyed than pleased at the 
rencontre. 

' Mr. Dmmmond, are you omnipresent ? — 
one is for ever encountering you !' she said, 
qaite pettishly ; but, when Archie only laughed, 
and tried to obtain possession of the parcel, 
she resisted, and would have none of hie 
assistance. 
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' Oh dear no 1' she said ; ' I cotild not 
think of snch a thing I Fancy the Vicar of 
Hadleigh condescending to carry home Mrs. 
Trinmungs's dress !' 

'Mjs. TrimmingB's dress I' repeated Jfi*. 
Brammond, in a rapid crescendo. ' Oh, Miss 
Challoner ! I declare this beats everything 1' 

Phillis threw him a glance. She meant it 
to be cool, bnt she conld not keep the sad- 
ness out of her eyes ; they did so contradict 
the assnmed lightness of her words. 

' Miss Milner was far more considerate ; 
die made Joseph carry hers to the Friary 
when he left yonr papers. Was he -not a 
benevolent Joseph ? Mrs. Trimmings wanted 
to wrap np her sUk in newspaper; bnt I 
said to myself, " One mast draw the line 
somewhere;" and so I held ont for brown 
paper. Do yon think yon conld have offered 
to carry a parcel in newspaper, Mr. Dram- 
mond ? Oh, by-the-bye, how can yon con- 
descend to walk with a dressmaker ? Bnt this 
is a qoiet road, and no one will see yon.' 

' Pardon me if I contradict yon, bnt there 
ia Colonel Middleton looking over his garden- 
palings this moment,' retnmed Mr. Drum- 
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mond, who had jnst become pamfdlly aware 
of the fact. 

'Don't yon think yon had better go and 
Bpeak to him then, for yon see I am in no 
need of help ?' retorted Fhillis, who was Bore 
all over, and wanted to get rid of him, and 
yet wonld have been offended if he had taken 
her at her word ; but Mr. Bnimmond, who 
felt his position an nncomfortable one, and 
was dreadfully afraid of the Colonel's banter, 
was not mean enough to take advantage of 
her dismissal. He had joined himself to her 
company ont of pnre good-natnre ; for it was 
a hot day, and the parcel was heavy, bat she 
would have none of his assistance. 

So he only waved his hand to his friend, 
who took off his old felt hat very solemnly in 
retnm, and watched them with a grieved ex- 
pression, until they were out of sight. 

'Now, IwiU bid you good-bye,' he said, 
when they had reached the Vicarage. 

Fhillis said nothing ; but she held ont her 
hand, and there was a certain brightness in 
her eyes that showed she was pleased. 

'He is a gentleinMi every inch of him; 
and I won't quarrel with him any more,' she 
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thought, as Bhe walked up to the Friary. 
' Oh, how nice it would have been if we were 
still at Glen Cottage, and be conld see ns at 
our best, and we were able to entertain him 
in onr old &Bbion ! How Carrie and the 
other girls would have liked him t And how 
jealons Dick would have been I for he never 
liked onr bringing strange young men to the 
houBe, and always found foult with them if 
he ooold ;' and here Fhillis sighed, and for 
the moment Mrs. Trimmings was forgotten. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

'bbavo, atalahtaI' 

^HILLIS received quite an ovation 
as soon as she crossed the thresh- 
old. Dnlce, who was listening 
for her footsteps, rashed oat into the little 
hall, and dragged her in as though she were 
too wefoy to have any movement or volition 
of her own. And then Nan came up, in her 
calm elder-sisterly way, and pot her arm 
ronnd her, and hoped she was not so very 
tired, and there was so mnch to say, and bo 
mnch to do, and she wanted her advice, and 
so on. 

And on Kan's forehead lay a thoughtful 
packer ; and on the centre table were sundry 
breadths of green sillt, crisp-looking and 
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faintly bronzed, like withered leaves with the 
snn on them. 

' Oh dear I has Miss Drummond been here 
in my absence ?' asked Phillis, with the over- 
whelmed feeliQg of a beginner, who has not 
yet learned to separate and classify, or the 
rich value of odd moments. 'Three dresaw 
to be done at once I' 

' One at a time. Bnt never mind Miss 
Dnunmond's this moment. Mother is safe 
in the store-cupboard for the next half-hour, 
and we want to know what you mean by 
your ridiculous message, " Trimmings, not 
Squalls." Dulce is dying of curiosity, and 
BO am I.' 

' Yes ; but she looks so hot and tired, that 
she must re&esh herself first ; ' and Duloe 
placed on her sister's lap a plate of yellow 
plums, perfectly bedded in moss, which had 
come &om the Vicarage garden. And, as 
Fhillis enjoyed the dainty repast, and poured 
out her morning's experiences in the ears of 
her astonished auditors, lo, the humiliation 
and the sting were forgotten, and only an 
intense sense of the humour of the situation 
remained. 
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It was Dnice whose pink cheeks were 
bnniiDg now. 

' Oh, Phillie I how eoold yon ? It is too 
dreadful even to think about I That fat old 
thing, too I Why, she is twice as big as 
Mrs. Squails.' 

' Beggars cannot be ohoosers, my detu*,' 
replied PhUliH airily; for rest was pleasant 
and the frnit was good, and it was so de- 
liciooB to feel all that was over, and she was 
safe in her nest again ; and then the pleasoie 

of talking it all over I ' Do yon know ?' 

she began, in a disconnected manner, and then 
sat and stared at her sisters with lominons 
gray eyes, nntil they begged to know what 
the new idea was. 

* Oh, nothing,' she replied, and coloured a 
little. And then she blurted out, in an oddly 
ashamed way : * It was talking to yon two 
dears that put it in my head. But I coold 
not help thinking that moment, that if one 
is ever good enongh to get to heaven, one of 
the greatest pleasures will be to talk about all 
onr past miseries and difficulties, and how 
the angels helped us t and, though you may 
laugh at me,' — they were doing nothing of 
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the kind, only admiring her with all their 
might — ' I have a kind of fancy that even 
my " Trimmings, not Squalls " episode may 
have a different look np there t' 

* My dear,' retomed Nan gently, for she 
loved all these sort of speeches, being a 
devont little sonl, and truly pions, ' nothing 
was inrther from my thoughts than to laugh 
at you, for the more we think in this way the 
grander our work will appear to us. Idrs. 
Trimmings may be fat and vulgar, but when 
you were measuring her and answering her 
so prettily — trndl know how nicely you would 
speak, Phil — I think you were as brave as 
one of those old knights — I cannot remember 
their names — who set out on some lofty guest 
or other 1' 

* I suppose the child means Sir Galahad ?' 
observed FhiUis, with a groan at Kan's 
ignorance. ' Oh, Nannie t I wish I could 
say, 

' " M; strength is as the strength of ten 
Because my heart is pure f 

and then she softly chanted — for quotation 
never came amiss to her, and her head was 
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crammed with choice selections from the 
poetB — 

■ " All umed I ride, wh&te'er betide, 
Untal I and the Holy GfmL" ' 

' Yes, the Sangreal, or the Qnest. It does 
not matter what, for it was only an allegory,' 
retnmed Nan, who had plenty of ideas, only 
she coninsed tiiem sometimes, and was not as 
clever in her definitions as Phillis. ' It only 
mefmt that those grand old knights had some 
holy pnrpose and aim in their lives, for which 
they trained and toiled and fought. Don't 
yon see ? — the meaning is qnite clear. We 
can have onr Quest too.' 

* Bless her dear heart, if she is not Ixavel- 
ling tiionsands of years and miles from Mrs. 
Trimmings 1' exclaimed Phillis, who never 
conld be serions long. ' Well, Nannie, I 
' nnderstand yon, thongh yon are a trifle 
vague. We wiU have onr Qnest, and our 
unattainable standard; and I will be your 
maiden knight — yonrs and Dolce's. 

' " Hov areet are looks tliat ladies bend 
On Thorn their favours fall, 
For them 111 battle till the end, 
To save from shame and thrall." ' 
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And when she had repeated this she rose, 
laughing, and said tiiey were all a little 
demented ; and what did they mean by wasting 
their time when there were three dresses to 
be cut ont ? and Dolce mnst have the work 
fixed for the sewing-machine. 

For the next hour there was Uttle talk, 
only the snipping sound of scissors and the 
mstling of silken breadths, and sometimes the 
swish and the tearing of snndry materials; 
and then the whirring and barring and 
tappings of Dnlce's sewing-machine, like a 
dozen or two of woodpeckers at work on an 
iron-tree. And no one quoted any more 
poetry, for prose was heaped np everywhere 
abont them, and their heads were full of 
basinesB. 

Snt in the afternoon, when things were in 
progress and looked promising, and Mrs. 
Challoner had had her nap, and was bnsy 
over some sleeves that they had given her to 
keep her quiet, and satisfy her maternal 
conscience that she was helping her girls, 
Phillis did hear a little about Miss Dium- 
mond's visit. The sewing-machine, which 
they worked by turns, had stopped for a time, 
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and they were ail three ronnd the table sewing 
and fixing as busily as possible ; and Fbillis, 
remembering Sir Galahad, dared not say she 
was tired, only she looked oat on the lengthen- 
ing shadows with delight, and thonght abont 
tea and an evening walk jnst to stretch her 
cramped mnscles. And if one day seemed so 
long, how wonld a week of days appear 
before the blessed Smiday gave them a few 
hoars of freedom ? 

It was at this moment that Nan, with fine 
tact, broke the silence that w^ good for 
work, bat was apt to wax drowsy in time. 

* Miss Milner's dress is getting on well. 
How fast yoa two girls work, and mammie is 
doing the sleeves beaatifally. Another after- 
noon you mast let the work rest., mammie, 
and read to as, or fhillis will get restive. 
By-the-bye, Dolce, we have not told her a 
word aboot Miss Drummond's visit.' 

' No, indeed ; was it not good of her to 
come BO soon 1' exclaimed Dalce. ' She told 
as she wanted to be onr first castomer, and 
seemed qaite disappointed when we said that 
we were bonnd in honoar and mere gratitude 
to send Miss Milner's dress home first. *' Not 
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that I am in a harry for my dress, for nobody 
cares what I wear," she said qnite cheerfully; 
" bat I wanted to be the first on your liflt." 
I wish we could oblige her, for she is a nice 
unaffected little thing ; and I am beginning to 
like her, though she is a little fussy.' 

' But she was as meek as a lamb about her 
dress,' added Nan, who was a first-rate needle- 
woman, and could work rapidly wbile she 
talked. ' Just fancy, Phil I she wanted to 
have a jacket with tabs and loose sleeTes, just 
for comfort and coolness.' 

' Loose sleeves and a jacket 1' almost 
gasped Phillis, for the princess skirts were 
then worn, tmd jackets were consigned to 
oblivion for the time being. ' I hope you 
told her, Nan, that we had never worked for 
Mrs, Noah; neither had Mrs. Shem ever 
honoured as by her custom ?' 

' Well, no, Phillis ; I was not quite so im- 
pertinent, and those sort of clever speeches 
never occur to me until you say them. But I 
told Miss Drummond that I could not consent 
to spoil her lovely dress in that way ; and 
then she laughed and gave in,- and owned she 
knew nothing about fashions, and that her 
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Bister Grace always ordered her clothes for 
her, becaase she chose snch ngly things. 
She sat and chatted such a long time with 
ns ; she had only just gone when yon came 
home/ 

' And she told ns snch a lot about this 
wonderful Grace,' went on Dnlce ; * she says 
Archie quite worships her. Well, mammie,' 
as Mrs. Challoner poised her needle in mid- 
air, and regarded her youngest daughter with 
nnfeigned astonishment, ' I am only repeating 
MisB Drummond's words — she said " Archie.'" 

' But, my dear, there was no need to be so 
literal,' returned Mrs. Challoner reprovingly; 
for she was a gentlewoman of the old school, 
and nothing grieved her more than slipshod 
English, or any idiom or idiotcy of modem 
parlance in the mouths of her bright young 
daughters ; to speak of any young man except 
Dick without the ceremonious prefix was a 
heinous misdemeanour in her eyes. Dulce 
would occasionally trespass, and was always 
rebuked with much gravity. * You could have 
said " her brother," could you not ?' 

' Oh, mammie, I am sure Frovidence 
intended yon for an old maid, and you have 
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not fnlfilled yonr destiny,' retorted Dolce, who 
was rarely awed by her mother's solemnity. 
'All this fasB because I said " Archie." Oh, 
I forgot — that name is sacred: the Ber. 
Archibald Dmnmiond adores his sister Grace.' 

'And she mnst be very nice,' returned 
Mrs. Challoner, with an indulgent smile at 
her pet Dulce. ' I am sure, &om what Miss 
Dnunmond told ns this morning, that she 
most be a most soperior person ; why, Fhillis, 
Bhe teaches all her four yonnger sisters, and 
one of them is sixteen. Miss Dnmimond 
says she is never ont of the schoolroom, 
except for an horn or two in the evening, 
when her father and brothers come home. 
There are two more brothers, I thint she 
said. Dear, what a large family 1 and Miss 
Drummond hinted that they were not well 
off.' 

* I shoold like to know that Grace,' began 
Fhillis ; and then she shook her head reflect- 
ively. 'No, depend npon it, we shonld be 
disappointed in her; family paragons are 
generally odioos to other folk. Most likely 
she wears spectacles, and is a thin thread- 
papery sort of a person." 
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' On the contrary, she is a sweet-looking 
girl, with large melancholy eyes ; for Miss 
Dnunmood showed ns her photograph. So 
mnch for your imt^ination, Phil ;' and Dnlce 
looked triumphant. ' And she is only twenty- 
two ; and, though not pretty, just the sort of 
face one conld love.' 

* Some people's swans tnm ont to be geese 
in the end,' remarked Phillis provokingly; 
bnt she registered at the same time a mental 
resolve that she woold cross-examine Mr. 
Bmmmond on the earliest opportunity about 
this wonderfdl sister of bis. Oh, it was no 
marvel if he did look down on them when 
they had not got brains enough to earn their 
living except in this way I and Phillis stnck 
her needle, into Miss Milner's body-lining bo 
viciously that it broke. 

The sharp click roused Nan's vigilance, 
and she looked up, and was at once fall of 
pity for Phillia's pale face. 

'Yon are tired, Phil, and so are we all,' 
she said brightly ; ' and, tis it is our first 
day of work, we will not overdo ourselves. 
Mammie, if you will make the tea, we will just 
tidy up, and look out the patterns for you to 
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match the trimmingB uid bnttona to-morrow ;' 
for this same basiness of matching was rather 
hailed by S^. Challoner as a relief and 
amusement. 

Phillifl grumbled a little over this additional 
labour, though, at the same time, no one 
worked harder than she ; bnt she was care- 
ful to explain that it was her right, as a free- 
born Britoness, to gromble, and that it was 
as much a relief to her pecnliar constitution 
as a good long yawn is to some people. 

' And it answers two purposes,' as she 
observed ; ' for it airs the longs, and relieves 
the mind, and no one takes any more notice 
than if I set the wind blowing. And thank- 
fol I am, and every mother's child of ns, that 
Dorothy is approaching this room with her 
dustpan and brush. Dorothy, I have a nice 
little Bum for you to do. How many snippets 
of green and black silk go to a dustpan? 
Count them, and subtract all the tacking- 
thread, and Dulce's pins.' 

• Phillis, yon are just feverish from over- 
fatigue and Bitting so long in one place, for 
yon are used to running about ;' and Nan 
took her by the shoulders, and marched her 
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playfully to the small parlonr, where Mrs. 
Challoner was waiting for them. 

'Come, girls I' she said cheerfully. 'Dorothy 
hae baked your faTonrite little cakes, and 
there are new-laid eggs for those who are 
hungry ; and I am sure you all earned yomr 
tea, darlings. And, oh, Fhillis I how tired 
yon look I' and Mrs. Challoner looked rotmd 
on each face in torn, in the unwise but lovieg 
way of mothers. 

This was too mnch for Phillis ; and she 
interlaced her fingers, and pat them suddenly 
and sternly over her mother's eyes. 

* Now, mammie, promise.' 

' Phillis, my dear, how can yon be so 
absurd t' but Mrs. Challoner strove in vain to 
release herself. Phillis's fingers had iron 
tenacity in them when she chose. 

' A thing like this must be nipped in the 
had,' pronounced Phillis, apostrophizing her 
laughing sisters. ' You must not look at us in 
that fashion every evening as though we were 
sheep in a pen, or rabbits for sale. You 
will be weighing ua next ; and my nerves will 
not stand it. Ko, mother ; here I strike. I 
will not be looked at in that manner.' 
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* But, Phillis. Oh, yoo nonsensical child I' 
' Fei^onal remarks are to be tabooed from 
this moment. Yon mnst not say, "How 
tired you look!" or "How pale you are!" 
It is not manners at the Friaiy, and it is 
demoralizing. I am ten times more tired 
this minute than I was before you told me 

BO.' 

' Very well, Phillis ; but you must let me 
ponr out the tea.' And then Phillis subsided. 
Bat she had started the fun, and Dulce soon 
took it ap and set the ball rolling. And 
Dorothy, working hard with her dust-pan and 
brushes, heard the merriment, and her old 
face lighted up. 

' Bless their sweet faces — pretending to be 
happy, just to cheer up the mistress, and 
make believe it is only a game they are 
having I' muttered the old woman, tts she 
paused to listen. * But if I am not mistaken, 
Mi^ Phillis, poor dear, is just ready to drop 
with fatigue. Only to hear her, one would 
think she was as perky as possible.' 

When the evening meal was over, Mrs. 
Challoner leaned back in her chair and made 
a little speech to her daughters. 
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' Thank you, my dears. You haYe done 
me BO much good. Now, if you want to 
please me, you will all three put on your hats 
and take a nice long walk together.' 

The girls . looked at each other, and every 
pair of eyes said as plainly as possible, ' What 
a delicious idea ! But only two can go, and 
I intend to be the filial victim.' But Mrs. 
ChaUoner was too quick for them. ' I said 
all three,' she remarked, very decidedly. ' If 
one offers to stay with me I shall just put 
myself to bed and lock the door ; but if yoa 
will be good, and enjoy this lovely evening, I 
win take my book in the garden and be gnite 
happy until you come back to me.' And 
when they saw that she meant it, and would 
only be worried by a fuss, they went off as 
obediently as possible. 

They walked very sedately down the Braid- 
wood Boad, and past the White House ; bnt 
when they got into the town, Phillis hurried 
them on a little. ' I don't want' people. It 
is air and exercise and freedom for which I 
am pining.' And she walked so fast that 
they had some trouble to keep up with her. 

But when they had left every trace of 
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human habitation behind them, and were 
strolUng down the rough, uneven beach, to- 
wards a narrow strip of sand, that would 
soon be covered by the advancing tide, Philhs 
said, in an odd, breathless way : ' Nan, just 
look ronnd and see if there be anyone in sight, 
before, behind, or around us ;' and Nan, 
though in some little surprise, did at once as 
she was bid in the most thorough manner. 
For she looked up at the sky first, as though 
she were a&aid of balloons or possible angels ; 
and then at the sea, which she scanned nar- 
nowly, so that not even a fish could escape 
her ; and after that she beat the boundaxies of 
the land. 

' No. There is not a creature in sight 
except ourselves and Laddie,' she answered. 

' Very well,' answered Phillis promptly. 
* Then if it be all safe, and the Hadleigh wits 
are away wool-gathering, and you will not 
tell mother, I mean to have a race with Dulce, 
as fair as we can run along the shore ; and if I 

do not win ' And here she pursed up 

her lips and left her sentence unfinished, as 
though determined to be provoking. 

* We shall see about that,' returned Dulce, 
29—2 
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accepting the challenge in a moment ; for she 
waa always ready to follow a good lead. 

'Oh, yon foolish children !' observed Nan, 
in her staid fashion. Bnt she did not offer 
the slightest remonstrance, knowing of old 
that nnless Fhillis found some safety-valve 
she wontd probably wax dangeroas. So she 
called Laddie to her, and held him -whining 
and struggling, for he wanted to stretch his 
little legs too, thinking a race was good for 
dogs as well as girls. But Nan wonld not 
hear of it for a moment ; he might trip them 
np, and cause another sprained ankle. 

' Now, Nan, yon mnst be umpire, and say, 
One, two, three !' and Nan again obeys, and 
then watches them with interest. Oh, how 
pretty it was I if only anyone could have seen 
it, except the crabs and the starfish, and 
they never take much notice : the foreground 
of the summer sea coming np with little 
purple rushes, and a firinge of foam ; the yellow 
sand, jagged, uneven, with salt-water pools here 
and there ; the two girls in their light dresBes 
skimming over the ground with swifl; feet, 
skirting the pools, jumping lightly over stones, 
even climbing a breakwater, then running 
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along another level piece of sand — Dnlce a 
little behind, bat Phillis as erect and sure- 
footed as Atalanta. 

Kow Nan has lost them, and pats Laddie 
down and prepares to follow. In spite of her 
staidnesB, she woold have dearly loved a nm 
too ; only she thinks of Dick, and forbearB. 

Dolce, who is oat of breath, fears she most 
give up the race, and begins to pant and drop 
behind in earnest, and to wish salt-water were 
fresh, and then to dread the next breakwater 
BB a hopeless obstacle; bnt FhiUis, who is 
still as fresh as possible, squares her elbows as 
she has seen athletes do, and runs lightly np 
to it, nnmindfol and blissfully ignorant of 
hmnan eyes behind a central hole. 

Some one who is of a classical turn h^ 
been thinking of the daughter of lasns and 
Olymene, and cries out, ' Bravo, Atalanta I but 
where is Milanion, that be has forgotten the 
golden apples ?' and Phillis, stricken dumb by 
the question and the sudden apparition of a 
bearded face behind the breakwater, remai n s 
standing as though she were carved in stone. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

' MOTHERS ABE UOTHEBS.' 

?E. DEUMMOND! Oh dear ! is 
one never to be free from pas- 
toral snperviBion T mattered 
Fhillis half sulkily, when she roused from 
her Btupefaction, and had breath to take the 
offensive. And what he wonld think of her I 
But that was a question to be deferred until 
later, when nightmares and darkness and 
troublesome thoughts harass the unwary 
soul. * Like a dog he hunts in dreams,' she 
might have said to herself, quoting from 
' Locksley Hall.' But she did nothing of the 
kind ; only looked at the offending human 
being with such an outraged dignity in her 
bearing that Mr. Drummond nearly com- 
mitted himself by bursting out laughing. 
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He refrained mth difficulty, and said, 
rather drily : 

' That was a good race, but I saw yoa 
would win from the first ; and you jumped 
that stone splendidly. I suppose you know 
the story of Atalanta ?' 

' Oh yes,' responded Phiilis gloomily; but 
she could not help showing off her knowledge 
all the same ; and she had always been bo 
fond of heathen mythology, and had even 
read translations of Homer and Yixgil. ' She 
had a she-bear for a nurse, and was eventually 
turned into a lion ; and I always thought her 
very stupid for being such a baby, and stopping 
to pick up the golden apple.' 

• Nevertheless, the subject is a charming 
one for a picture,' returned Archie, with 
admirable readiness, for he saw Phiilis was 
greatly htirt by this untoward accident, and 
he Uked the girl all the better for her spirit. 
He would not have discovered himself at all, 
only in another moment she must have seen 
him ; and if she would only have believed 
how fully he entered into the fun, and how 
graceful and harmless he thought it, there 
would be no pang of wounded seK-esteem left. 
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But girls, especially if they be worthy of the 
name, are so senBitive and prickly on Bnch 
matters. 

Dnlce had basely deserted her sister, and, 
at the sight of the clerical felt hat, had fled 
to Nan's side for protection. 

' Oh, never mind,' Nan had said, consoling 
her ; ' it is only Mr. Drommond. And he will 
know how it was, and that we thought there 
was not a creature in sight.' Nevertheless, 
she felt a little sorry in her heart that sach 
a thing bad happened. It would spoil 
Phillis's mirth, for she was very proad ; and 
might shook their mother. 

' Oh, he wilt think as sach tomboys for 
grown-np young ladies !' sighed Dolce, who 
was only just grown up. 

* Never mind what he thinks,' returned 
Nan, walking fast, for she was anxious to 
come to Phillis's relief. She joined them 
very quietly, and held out her hand to Archie 
as though nothing had happened. 

' Is this a favourite walk of yours, Mr. 
Drummond ? We thought we had it all to 
ourselves, and so the girls had a race. They 
will be dreadfully troubled at having a spec- 
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tator; but it might be worse, for you already 
know UB well enongh not to miBconstrae a 
little bit of fun.' 

' I am glad you judge me so truly/ re- 
turned Archie, with a gleam of pleasure iu 
hiB eyes. Fhillis certainly looked nucom- 
mouly handsome, as she stood there flushed 
and angry. But how sweet and cool Nan 
looked — not a hair ruf&ed or a fold of her 
dress out of order; whereas Dulce's brown 
locks were all loose about her shoulders, 
shaken down by the exercise. Nevertheless, 
at that moment Fhillis looked the most 
striking. 

' I am afraid my sudden appearance has 
put your sister oat dreadfully. I assure you 
I would have made myself into thin air if I 
could,' went on Archie penitently ; ' but all 
the same, it was impossible not to applaud 
the winner, I felt inclined to wave my hat 
in the air, and cry, " Bravo, Atalanta!" half- 
a-dozen times. You made such pretty running. 
Miss Challoner ; and I wish Grace could have 
Been it.' 

The last word acted like magic on Fhillis's 
cloudy biow. She had passed over two 
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delicately implied compliments with a little 
scorn. Did he think her, like other girls, 
to be mollified by sngar-plums and sweet 
speeches ? He might keep all that for the 
typical yonng lady of Eadleigh. At Oldfield 
the yonng men knew her better. 

It must be owned that the yonth of that 
place had been sUgbtly in awe of PhiUis. 
One or two had even hinted that they thought 
her strong-minded. ' She has stand-off ways, 
and rather langhs at a fellow, and makes one 
feel sometimes like a fool,' they said ; which 
did not prove much, except that Phillis showed 
herself above nonsense, and had a knowledge 
of shame, and would not be deceived ; and 
being the better horse of the two, showed it ; 
and no man likes to be taken down in his 
class. 

As Phillis would not flirt — not understand- 
ing the art, but Dulce proved herself to be a 
pretty apt pupil— they left off trying to make 
her, and talked sensibly to her instead, which 
she liked better. But though more thwu one 
had admired her, no one had ventored to 
persuade himself or her that he was in love ; 
but for that there was plenty of time, Phillis 
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not being the sort of girl to remain long 
without a lover. 

So when she heard Grace's name she 
pricked Dp her ears, and the prond look left 
her face ; and she said a little archly, bnt in 
a way that pleased Mr. Bmmmond : 

* All the same, I am glad your sister was 
not here, lor she would think Doloe and me 
Boch tomboys !' using Dulce's veiy expression. 

Archie shook his head very decidedly at 
this. 

' Ah ! you do not know Grace, and how 
she loves a bit, of fun — only she never gets 
it, poor girl I' sighing in a marked manner, 
for he saw how interested FhiUis looked. ' If 
you could only hear her laugh — but please sit 
down a moment and rest yourselves,' con- 
tinued the artful young man, who had not 
dared to propose such a thing before. 

Nan hesitated; but a glance at Phillis's 
hot face decided her. 

' Just for five minutes," she said, ' and 
then we must go back to mother;' for she 
had already determined that they must cut 
their walk short for the purpose of getting rid 
of Mr. Drummond. 
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And then they sat down on the beach, and 
Dulce retired behind the breakwater to take 
off her hat and tack np her hair; while 
Archie, taking no notice, leant against the 
other side, and felt well contented with hie 
position — ^three such pretty girls, and all the 
world well away ! 

' Is Grace yonr favonrite sister ?' asked 
Phillis suddenly, as she menaced Laddie with 
a small pebble. 

This was a Incky opening for Archie. He 
was never seen to more advantage than when 
he was talking about Grace. There was no 
constraint or conscionsness about him at snch 
times ; but he would speak with a simple 
eamestnesB that made people say, ' What a 
good fellow be was !' 

' Oh, she has always been that, you know !' 
he said brightly ; ' ever since she was a little 
thing, and I used to carry her about in my 
arms, and stiing horse-chestnuts for her, when 
she was the funniest, merriest little creature, 
and so clever. I suppose when a man has 
seven sisters he may be allowed to have a 
favourite among them ? and there is not one 
of them to compare with Grace.' 
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' Seven sisters !' repeated Kan, with a 
smile ; and then she added, ' yon are very 
lucky, Mr. Dmmmond/ 

Archie shrngged his shoulders at this ; he 
had never quite recognised his blessings in 
this respect. Isabel and Tottie might be 
tolerated, bnt he could easily have dispensed 
with Snsie and Laura and Clara ; he had a 
knack of forgetting their existence when he 
■was absent from them, and when he was at 
home he did not always care to be reminded 
of their presence. He was one of those men 
who are very exacting to their women-kind, 
who resent it as a personal injury if they fail 
in good looks, or are not pleasant to the eye. 
He did not go so far as to say to himself that 
he coold dispense with poor Mattie too, but 
he certainly acted on most occasions as though 
he thought so. 

' Are you not fond of all your sisters ?' 
asked Fhillis, rather maliciously, for she had 
remarked the shrug. 

' Oh, as to that,' repUed the young man, 
colouring a little, * one cannot expect to be 
interested in a lot of schoolgirls. I am a&aid 
I know very Uttle about the four youngest. 
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except that they are working Grace to death. 
Just fancy, Miss Challonerl' he continued, 
addressing Nan, and quite disregarding 
Phillie'e sympathetic looks. ' Grace has 
actually no life of her own at all ; she 
teaches those girls, sits with them, walks 
with them, helps them mend their clothes, 
just like a daily or rather a nursery goYemess, 
except that she is not paid, and has no 
holidays. I cannot think how my mother 
can find it in her heart to work her so hard !' 
finished Archie, excited to wrath at the 
rememhrance of Grace's wrongs. 

' Well, do you know,' returned Nan 
thoughtfnlly, as he seemed to expect an 
answer to this, and Phillis for a wonder was 
silent, ' I cannot think your sister an object 
of pity. Think what a good and useful life 
she is leading ! She must . be a perfect 
treasure to her mother ; and, I dare say, 
they all love her dearly.' 

' The girls do,' was the somewhat grudging 
response ; ' they follow her about like four 
shadows, and even Isabel can do nothing 
without her advice. When I am at home I 
can scarcely get her for a moment to myself ; 
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it is *' Grace, come here," and " Grace, please 
do this for me," mitil I wonder she is not 
worn out.' 

' Oh, how happy she mnst be t' responded 
Nan softly, for to her no lot seemed sweeter 
than this. To be the centre and sapport of 
a lai^e family circle — the Mend and trusted 
confidante of each ! What a wonderful crea- 
ture this Grace must be ! and how could 
he speak of her in that pitying tone I ' No 
life of her own ' I Well, what life could she 
want better than this ? To be the guide and 
teacher of her younger sisters, and to be 
loved by them so dearly ! * Oh, I think she 
is to be envied ! her life mnst be so full of 
interest,' she said, addressing the astonished 
Archie, who had certainly never taken this 
view of it. And when she had said this, she 
gave a slight signal to her sisters, which they 
understood at once ; and then they paced 
slowly down the beach, with their faces to- 
wards the town, talking as they went. 

They did not walk fonr abreast, as they 
used to do in the Oldfield lanes ; but Nan led 
the way with Mr. Drummond, and Fhillis 
and Dnlce dropped behind. 
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Archie was a little sileht ; bat presently he 
Bald, quite frackly, as though he had known 
her for years — ^bnt from the first moment he 
had felt strangely at home with these girls : 

' Do yon know, yon have thrown a fr«sh 
light on a vexed subject. I have been worry- 
ing myself dreadfully about Grace. I wanted 
her to live with me because there was more 
sympathy between us than there ever will be 
between my sister Mattie and myself. We 
have more in common, and think the same on 
so many subjects ; and I knew how happy I 
could have made her.' 

* Yes, I see,' returned Nan ; and she 
looked up at him in such an interested way 
that be found no dif&culty in going on, 

' We had planned for years to live together ; 
but when I accepted the living, and the ques- 
tion was mooted in the iamily council, my 
mother would not hear of it for a moment. 
She said Grace could not possibly be spared.' 

' Well, I suppose not, after what yon have 
told me. But it must have been a great dis- 
appointment to you both,' was Nan's judicious 
reply. 

' I have never ceased to regret my mother's 

D,g,i,7?<iT,Google 



' Mothers are Mothers' 



decision,' he retomed warmly; 'and as for 
Grace, I fear she has taken the disappoint- 
ment grievously to heart.' 

* Oh, I hope not I' 

* Isabel writes to my sister Hattie that 
Grace is looking thin and pale, and has lost 
her appetite, and she thinks the mother Is 
getting nneasy abont her ; and I cannot help 
worrying myself about it, and thinking how 
all this might have been averted.' 

' I think yon are wrong in that,' was the 
unexpected answer. ' When one has acted 
rightly to the very best of one's power, it is 
no nse worrying abont consequences.' 

* How do you mean ?' asked Archie, very 
much surprised at the decided tone in which 
Nan spoke. He had thought her too soft in 
manners to possess much energy and deter- 
mination of character ; but he was mistalcen. 

' It would be far worse if your sister had 
not recognised her duty, and refused to remain 
at home. One cannot find happiness if one 
moves out of one's allotted niche; but, of 
course, yon know all this better than I, being 
a clergyman. And, oh I how beautifully 
you spoke to us last Sunday I' finished Nan, 
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remembermg all at once that she was nsarpisg 
hiB place, and preaching a little sermon of 
her own. 

' Never mind that,* he replied impatiently ; 
* teU me what yon mean. There is some- 
thing behind your speech — you think I am 
wrong in pitying poor Grace so much ?' 

* If you ask me so plainly, I must say yes, 
though perhaps I am not competent to judge ; 
but, from what you tell me, I think you ought 
not to pity her at all. She is fulfilling her 
destiny. Is she not doing the work given 
her to do? and what can any girl want more? 
Yon should trust your mother, I think, Mr. 
Drummond ; for she would not willingly over- 
work her. Mothers are mothers ; you need 
not be afraid,' said Nan, looking up in her 
clear honest way. 

' Thank yon ; you have taken a weight ofiT 
my mind,' returned Archie, more moved by 
this than he cared to own. That last speech 
had gone home ; he must trust his mother. 
In a moment scales seemed to fall from the 
young man's eyes as he walked along gravely 
and silently by Nan. ' "Why, what manner of 
girls could these be ?' he thought ; ' frolio- 
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some as kittens, and yet possessing the wisdom 
of mature womanhood ?' and those few simple 
words of Nan abided long with him. 

What if he and Grace were making a mis- 
take, and there was no hardship in her 
case at all ; only clear duty, and a most high 
privilege, as Nan hinted ? What if his mother 
were right, and only they were wrong ? 

The idea was salatary, hot hardly pleasant ; 
for he had certainly aided and abetted Grace 
in her discontent, and had doubtless increased 
herrepinings at her dull surroundings. Surely 
Grace's talents had been given her for a pur- 
pose ; else why was she so much cleverer 
than the others — so gifted with womanly ac- 
complishments ? And that clear head of 
hers ; she had a genius for teaching, he had 
never denied that. Was his mother, a sensible 
large-sighted woman in her way, to be secretly 
condemned as a tyrant, and wanting in mater- 
nal tenderness for Grace, because she had made 
use of this gifted daughter for the good of her 
other children, and refased to part with her at 
Archie's request ? 

Archie began to feel uncomfortable, for 
conscience was waxing warm within him j 
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and there had been a grieved hart tone in his 
mother's letters of hite, as though she had 
felt herself neglected by him. 

' Mothers &re mothers ; yon need not be 
afraid,' Nan had said, with the simple whole- 
some faith in the instincts of motherhood ; 
and the words had come home to him with 
the strongest power. 

His poor harassed mother, and what a 
hard life hers had beenl Archie began to 
feel his heart quite tender towards her — per- 
haps she was a Uttle severe and exacting with 
the girls, but they none of them understood 
her in the least, ' for her bark was always 
worse than her bite,' thought Archie; and 
girls, at least the generahty of them, are 



He thought of the weary times she must 
have had with his father — ^for Mr. Dmmmond 
could make himself disagreeable to his wife 
when things went wrong with him — and the 
sullen fortitude with which he bore his re- 
versal of fortune, gave small opening to her 
tenderness ; the very way in which he sbiried 
all domestic responsibiKties, leaving on her 
shoulders the whole weight of the domestic 
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machineiy, and all the home-management, 
had hardened and embittered her. 

A large family and small means, little 
support from herhnsband — ^who interfered less 
and less with domestic matters — all this had 
no doubt fostered the arbitrary will that 
governed the Drummond household. If her 
husband had only kept her in check — if he 
had supported her authority, and not left her 
to stand alone, she would have been — not a 
better woman, for Archie knew his mother 
was good — but she would have been softer 
and more lovable, and her children would 
have seen deeper into her heart. 

Some such thoughts as these passed through 
Archie's mind as he walked beside Nan ; but 
he worked them out more carefdlly when he 
was alone that night. Just before they 
reached the Friary, he had started another 
subject ; for turning to Phillia and Dnlce, 
whom he had hitherto ignored, he asked them 
whether he might enrol one or all of them 
amongst his Sunday-school teachers. 

Fhillis's eyes sparkled at this. 

' Oh, Nan, how deUghtful I it will remind 
us of Oldfield.' 
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' Yes, indeed 1' chimed in Dolce, who had 
left her infant class with regret ; but to their 
surprise Nan demurred. 

' At Oldfield things were very different,' 
she said decidedly ; ' we played all the week, 
and it was no har^bip to teach the dear 
children on Sunday ; but now we shall have 
to work BO hard that we shall be glad of one 
day's rest.' 

* Bnt snrely yon might spare ns one honr 
or two in the afternoon ?' retomed Archie, 
pntting on what Grace called ' his clerical &ce.' 

* In the afternoons mother will be glad of 
onr company, and sometimes we shall indulge 
in a walk. No, Mr. Drummond, onr week- 
days are too fall of work, and we shall need 
all the rest we can get on Sunday ;' and with 
a smile, Nan dismissed the subject. 

PhiUis spoke regretfdlly of it when he had 
left them. 

' It wonld have been so nice,' she pleaded, 
but Nan was inexorable. 

' You can go if you like, Phil ; but I think 
mother is entitled to that one afternoon in the 
week, and I will not consent to any parish 
work on that account; and then I am sure 
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we shall often bo bo tired;' and Nan's good 
sense as usual carried the day. 

After that they all grouped round the 
window in the Utile parlour, and repeated to 
their mother every word of their conversation 
with Mr. Drammond. 

Mrs. Ghalloner grew alarmed and tearM in 
a moment. 

* Oh, my darlings, promise me to be more 
careful for the future I' she pleaded. '.Of 
coarse it was only fun, FhiUis, and he will 
not think anything of it. Still, in a strange 
place, where no one knows you ' 

* Dulce and I will never run a race again — 
I think I can promise yon that,' replied 
Pbillis very grimly, who felt that ' Bravo, 
Atalanta !' would haunt her in her dreams. 

' Ajid — and I would not walk about .with 
Mr. Drummond, though he is our clergyman 
and a very gentlemanly person. People might 
talk ; and in your position, my poor dears ' — 
Mrs. Ghalloner hesitated, for she was very 
nice in her scruples, and not for worlds would 
she have hinted to her daughters that Mr. 
Dmmmond was young and unmarried, and 
a very handsome man in the bargain — * you 
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see I cannot always be with yon, and 
as yoo have to work for yonr living, and 
cannot be gaorded like other girls, yon have 
all the more need to be circumspect. Yoti 
don't think me over-strict, do you, darlings ?' 

* No, dear mother, yon are perfectly right,' 
returned Nan, kissing her. ' I knew how yon 
would feel, and so we came home directly to 
get rid of him; it would never do for the 
Vicar of the parish to be seen walking about 
with dressmakers.' 

' Don't, Nan I' exclaimed Phillis, with a 
shudder. Nevertheless, as she turned away 
she remembered how she had enjoyed that 
walk down the Braidwood Boad that vety 
morning, when he offered to cany home 
Mrs. Trimmings's dress and she would not let 
him. 
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She remamder of the week passed 
harmlesBly and without any special 
event to mark it, and thanks to 
Nan's skilful management and Fhillis's pride, 
there were no farther contretemps to shook 
Mra. Challoner's sense of propriety. The 
work progressed with astonishing rapidity ; in 
the mornings the yonng dressmakers were 
snfBciently brisk and fall of zeal, and im the 
afternoons, when their energies flagged and 
their fingers grew weary, Dulce wonld sing 
over her task, or Mrs. Ghalloner wonld read 
to them for the honr together, bat notwith- 
standing the interest of the tale, there was 
always great alacrity manifested when the 
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tea bell gave them the excuse for patting 
away their work. 

Od one or two evenings they gardened, and 
Mrs. Ghalloner eat nnder the mnlbeny-tiee 
and watched them ; on another occasion they 
took a long country walk and lost themselTee, 
and came back merry and tired, and laden 
with primrose roots and ferns : they had met 
no one, except a stray labourer — ^had seen 
glow-worms, picked wild flowers, and declared 
themselves mightily refreshed. One evening 
PhilliB, who was not to be repressed, con- 
trived a new amusement. 

' Life is either a mill-pond or a whirlpool,^ 
she said, rather aententionsly ; * we have been 
stagnant for three days, and I begin to feel 
flat. Eaces are tabooed — ^besides, we cannot 
always leave mother alone. I propose we go 
ont in the garden and have a game of battle- 
dore and shuttlecock,' for this had been a 
winter pastime with, them at the cottage. 

Nan, who was always rather sober-minded 
now, demorred to this. She would have 
preferred gardening a little, or sitting quietly 
with her mother under the mulberry-tree, 
but Phillis, who was in a wild mood, over- 
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mled all her objections, and by-and-by the 
battle began, and the shuttlecocks flew through 
the air. 

The week's work was finished, and the 
three dressOB lay in their wrappers, waiting 
for Dorothy to convey them to their several 
owneis. Nan, who was really an artiste at 
heart, had called her mother proudly into the 
work-room to admire the resnlt of their 
labours. Mrs. Challoner was far too accus- 
tomed to her daughters' skilfcdness to testify 
any surprise, but she at once pronounced 
Miss Drummond's dress the chef d'ceuvre. 
Nan's taste was faultless ; and the trimmings 
she had selected harmonised so well with the 
soft tints of the silk. 

' They are all veiy nice ; and Mrs. Trim- 
mings will be charmed with her blue silk,' 
observed Mrs. Challoner, trying to throw a 
little interest into her voice, and to suppress 
a sigh; and then she helped Nan to adjust 
the wrappers, and pin the neatly written bills 
inside each. 

' I am sure that is business-like,' said Nan, 
with a satisfied nod, for she never could do 
anything by halves ; and she was so interested 
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in her work, that she would have been heart- 
broken if she thought one of the drMsea wonld 
be a misfit ; and then it was that Phillis, who 
had been watching her very closely, brightened 
up and proposed a game. 

It was a very pretty sight, the mother 
thought, as she foUowed her girls' move- 
ments; the young figures swayed so grace- 
fully as they skimmed hither and ihiiher over 
the lawn with light butterfly movements — 
the three eager faces upturned in the evening 
light, their heads held well back. 

' Two hundred, two hmidred and one, two 
hundred and two — don't let it drop, Dnlce I' 
panted Phillis breathlessly. 

'Oh, my darUngs, don't tire yourselves!' 
exclaimed Mrs. Challouer, as her eyes fol- 
lowed the white flutter of the shuttlecocks. 

This was the picture that Mr. Drummond 
surveyed. Dorothy, who was just starting 
on her round, and was in no mood for her 
errand, had admitted him somewhat churUshly. 

' Yes, the mistress and the young ladies 
were in ; and would he step into the parlour, 
as her hands were full.' 

• Oh yes, I know the way,' Mr. Drummond 



,Go 



)gle 



Mattie's New Dres.^. 157 

had retamed, quite undaunted by the old 
woman's soar looks. 

But the parlour was empty, save for Laddie, 
who had been shut np there not to spoLI sport, 
and who was whining most piteouely to be let 
out. He sainted Archie with a joyoas bark, 
and commenced licking his boots and wagging 
his tail with mate petition to be released from 
this dorance vile. 

Archie patted and fondled Mm, for he was 
good to all domb creatures. 

' Poor little feUow I I wonder why they 
have shut you up here ?' he said ; and then 
he took him up in his arms, and stepped to 
the window to reconnoitre. 

And then he stood and looked — perfectly 
&Bcinated by the novel sight. His sisters 
played battledore and shuttlecock in the 
schoolroom sometimes, or out in the passages 
on a winter's ailemoon. He bad once caught 
Susie and Clara at it, and had laughed at 
them in no measured terms for indulging in 
such a babyish game. * I should have thought 
Bottle might have played at that,' he had 
said rather contemptuously. * I suppose you 
indulge in skipping-ropes sometimes;' and the 
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poor girls had paused in their game, feeling 
ashamed of tiiemselves, Archie would think 
them snch hoydens. 

He remembered his reprimand with a 
strange feeling of compunction, as he stood 
by the window trying vainly to elade Laddie's 
caresses. What a shame of him to have spoiled 
those poor children's game with his sneer, 
when they had so little fun in their lives ; and 
y^t, as he recalled Clara's clnmsy gestures 
and Snsie's short-sighted attempts, he was 
obliged to confess that battledore and shuttle- 
cock wore a different aspect now. Coold 
anything snrp^s Phillis's swift-handed move- 
ments — brisk, gracefhl, alert, or Nan's attitude* 
as she sustained the dnel. Dolce, who seemed 
dodging in between them in a most eccentric 
way, had her hair loose as nsnal, cnrling in 
brown lengths abont her shoalders. She held 
it with one lumd, as she poised her battledore 
with the other. This time Arehie thought of 
Nansicaa and her maidens tossing the ball 
beside the river, after washing the wedding 
garments. Was it in this way the young 
dressmakers disported themselves during the 
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It was PhillJB who first diBCOTered the 
intmder. The shattleoocka had become en- 
tangled, and &Uen to the ground. As she 
stooped to pick them up, her gnick eyes 
detected a coat-sleeve at the window ; and an 
indefinable instinct, for she coold not see his 
jace, made her call ont : 

' Mother, Mr. Drummond is in the parlour. 
Do go to him, while Dnlce pnts np her hair.' 
And then she said severely, *I always tell 
you not to wear your hai^ like that, Dulce. 
Look at Nan and me — we are quite unruffled ; 
bnt yours is always coming down. If you 
have pretty hair, you need not call people's 
attention to it in this way.* At which speech 
Bulce tossed her head and ran away, too 
much offended to answer. 

"When Archie saw Mrs. Challoner cross- 
ing the lawn with the gait of a queen, he 
knew he was discovered ; so he opened the 
window, and stepped out in the coolest pos- 
sible way. 

' I seem always spoiling sport,' he said, 
■with a mischievous glance at Phillis, which 
she received with outward coolness and an 
inward twinge. 'Bravo, Atalanta !' sounded 
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in her ears again. ' Yotir maid invited me 
in ; bnt I did not care to disturb yon.! 

* I am glad yon did not open the window 
before,' returned Nan, speaking with that 
directness and fine simplicity that always pot 
things to rights at once ; ' it wonid have 
startled ns before we got to the five hundred, 
and then Fhillis would have been disap- 
pointed. Mother, shall we bring out some 
more chairs instead of going into the parlour 
— it is BO much p^easanter out here ?' and, as 
Mrs. Cballoner assented, they were soon com- 
fortably established on the tiny lawn ; and 
Archie, very much at his ease, and feeling 
himself unaccountably happy, proceeded to 
deUver some trifling message from his sister, 
that was his ostensible reason for his in- 
trusion. 

* Why does she not dehver her messages 
herself ?' thought Phillis ; but she kept this 
remark to herself. Only that evening, she 
watched the young clergyman a little closely, 
as though he puzzled her. PhilUs was the 
man of the family; and it w^ she who 
always stood upon guard if Nan or Dolce 
needed a sentinel. She was beginning to 
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think Mr. Dmmmond came very often to see 
them, considering their short acquaintance. 
If it were Kiss Mattie, now, who ran in and 
ont with Uttle offerings of flowers and fruit 
in a nice neighbourly fashion 1 Bnt for this 
very dignified yonng man to borthen himself 
with these slight feminine messages — a 
question abont new-laid eggs, which even 
!Nan had forgotten. 

Fhillis was quite glad when her mother 
said : 

' York ought to have brought your sister, 
Mr. Dnimmond ; she must be so dull all 
alone,' forgetting all about the dressmaking, 
poor soul ! but Fhillis remembered it a 
moment afterwards, with a rush of bitter 
feeling. 

Perhaps, after all, that was why he came 
in so often, because he was so sorry for them, 
and wished to help them, as he said. A 
clergyman has more privileges than other 
men ; perhaps she was wrong to suspect him. 
He might not wish his sister to visit them, 
except in a purely business-like way ; but 
with him it was different. Most likely he 
had tea with Mrs. Trimmings sometimes, just 
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to show he was not proud ; he might even sit 
and chat vith Airs. Sqnails, and not feel com- 
promised in the least. Oh yes I how stnpid 
she was to think he admired Nan, because 
she had intercepted a certain glance ! That 
was her mania, thinking everyone must be 
after Nan. Things were different now. 

Of course he wonld be their only link with 
civilized Bociety — the only cultivated mind 
with which they could hold converse ; and 
here FhilliB ceased to curl her Hp, and her 
gray ^es took a Bomhre shade, and she 
sighed BO audibly that Archie broke off an 
interesting discussion on last Commemoration, 
and looked at her in unfeigned Burpriee. 

' Oh yes ! we were there,' returned Nan 
imiocently, who loved to talk of these dear 
old times ; * and we were at the Jete at Oriel, 
and at the concert at Magdalen also. Ah I 
do .you remember, Dnlce ?' and then she 
faltered a little and flashed ; not because Mi. 
Drummond was looking at her so intently, 
but at certain thoughts that began to intrude 
themselves, which entwined themselves with 
the moonlighted cloisters. 

' I yraa to have been there too, only at the 
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last momeDt I was prevented,' replied Archie; 
bnt his tone was inexplicable to the girl — it 
■was at once so regretfiil and awe-stmck. 
Good hetiTens ! if he had met them, and been 
introdaced to them in proper form! They 
had mentioned a Mr. Hamilton — ^well, Hamil- 
ton had been a pnpil of his ; he had coached 
him daring a term. ' Yon know Hamilton ?' 
he had said, staring at her; and' then he 
wondered what Hamilton would say, if he 
came down to stay with him next vacation. 

These reflections made him rather absent ; 
and even when he took his leave, which was 
not until the faUing dews and the glimmer of 
a late dusk drove Mrs. Ohalloner into the 
house, these thoughts still pursued him. 
Nothing else seemed to have taken so strong 
a hold on him as this. 

' Good heavens I' he kept repeatmg to him- 
self, ' to think the merest chance — -just the 
incidental business of a friend — prevented him 
from occupying his old rooms during Com- 
memoration I to think he might have met 
them in company with Hamilton and the 
other fellows 1' 

The Budden sense of disappointment — of 
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something lost and irremediable in his life; 
of wasted opportunities, of denied pleasure, 
came over the yoang man's mind. He could 
not have danced with Nan at the University 
hall, it is true ; clergymen according to his 
creed mnst not dance. Bnt there was the Jete 
at Oriel, and the Magdalen concert, and the 
Long Walk in the Christchorch meadows, and 
doubtless other opportnnities. 

He never asked himself if these girls would 
have interested him so mnch if he had met 
them first in ordinary society ; from the very 
firat moment they had attracted him strangely. 
Had he only known them a fortnight ? Good 
heavens! it seemed months, years, a life- 
time I These revolutions of mind are not to 
be measored by time. It had come to this, 
that the late fellow of Oriel, so aristocratic in 
his tastes, so temperate in his likings, had 
entered certain devious paths, where hidden 
pitfalls and thorny enclosures warn the 
unwary traveller of unknown dangers, that he 
was walking, not blindfold, but by strongest 
will and intent, led by impulse like a mere 
boy, and not daring to raise his eyes to the 
future. 'And what Grace would have said !' 
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And for the first time in tuB life Archie felt 
that in this case he coold not ask Grace's 
advice. He was loath to torn in at his own 
gate ; hnt Mattie was standing there watching 
for him. She ran oat into the road to meet 
him, and then he eonld see there were letter^ 
in her hand. 

' Oh dear, Archie, I thought yon were 
never coming home!' she exclaimed. 'And 
I have snch news to tell yon ! There is a letter 
for yon &om Grace, and mother has written 
to me ; and there is a note from Isabel inside, 
and she is engaged — really and truly engaged, 
to Mr. Ellis Burton ; and the wedding is to 
be in six weeks, and yon and I are to go 

down to it, and — oh dear ' Here Mattie 

broke down, and began to sob with excite- 
ment and pleasure and the longing for 
sympathy. 

' Well, well, there is nothing to cry about t' 
retained Archie roughly; and then his manner 
changed and softened in spite of himself; for 
^ter all Isabel was his sister, and this was 
Ihe first wedding in the family, and he could 
not hear such a piece of news unmoved. 
' Let me hear all about it,' he said by-and-by ; 
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and then he took poor fayBterical little Mattie 
into the house and gave her some wine, and 
was yeiy kind to her, and listened to his 
mother's letter knd. Isabel's gnahing effuBion 
without a single sneer. ' Poor little Belle, 
she doea seem very happy I' he said, qnite 
affectionately, as he tnmed np the lamp still 
more, and began Grace's letter. 

Mattie sat and gazed at him in a sort of 
ecstasy ; but she did not venture to ask him 
to read it to her. How nice he was to-night, 
and how handsome he looked! there never 
was such a brother as Archie. But suddenly, 
as though he were conscious of being watched, 
he sat down by the table, and shaded his fuse 
with his hand. 

No. Mattie was right in her sormise ; he 
would not have cared to show that letter to 
anyone. 

The first sheet was all about Isabel. ' Bear 
little Isabel has just left me,' wrote Grace. 
' The child looks so pretty in her new happi- 
ness, you would hardly know her. She has 
just been showing me the magnificent hoop 
of diamonds Ellis has given her. She says 
^e must all call him Ellis now. " Chacun 
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a son gout." Poor. Ellis is not very brilliant, 
certainly ; I remember we nBed to call him 
clownish and nncnltivated. But be bas a good 
heart, and he is really very fond of Isabel ; 
and, as she is satisfied, I suppose we need not 
doubt the wisdom of her choice. Mother is 
radiant, and makes so mncb of the little 
bride-elect that she declares her head is qnite 
turned. The house is quite topsy-turvy with 
the excitement of this first wedding in the 
family. Isabel is very young to be married, 
and I tell mother six weeks is far too short for 
an engagement ; but it seems EUis will not 
hsten to reason, and he has talked mother 
over. Perhaps I am rather fastidious, but, 
if I were Isabel, I should hate to receive, my 
trousseau from my lover ; and yet Ellis wants 
his mother, to get everything for his fiancee, 
I believe there is to be a sort of compromise, 
and Mrs. Burton is to select heaps of pretty 
things — dresses and mantles and Paris bon- 
nets. They are roiling in riches. Ellis has 
taken a large house in Sloane Square, and 
his father has bought him a landau and a 
spendid pair of horses ; everything — furniture, 
plate, and omamraits — is to be as massive 
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and expensive as possible. If I were Isabel 
I shonld feel smothered by all these grand 
things, but the little lady takes it all qnite 
coolly. 

'When I get a moment to myself I sit 
down and say, '* In six weeks I shall see 
Archie!" Oh, my darling I this is almost 
too good news to be tme I Only six weeks, 
and then I shall really see yon I Now, do 
yon know, I am longing for a good clearing* 
np talk, for your letters lately have not 
satined me at all. Perhaps I am growing 
fJEmcifuI, bnt I cannot help feeling as though 
something h^ come between ns. The car- 
rent of sympathy seems tnmed aside, some- 
how. No, do not laugh, or pat me ofT 
with a jest, for I am really in earnest ; and, 
bat for fear of your scolding me, I should 
own to being jast a little unhappy. Forgive 
me, Archie, if I vex yon ; bnt there is some- 
thing, I am thoroughly oonvinoed of that. 
You have some new interest or worry that 
you are keeping from me. Is this quite in 
accordance with onr old compact, dear ? Who 
are these Challoners Mattie mentions in her 
letters ? She told me a strange rigmarole 
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aboat them the other day — that they were 
yonng ladies who had tamed dressmakers. 
What an eccentri«; idea t They must be very 
odd yomig ladies, I should think, to emanci- 
pate themselves so completely from all con- 
ventionalities. I wish they had not cstabliBhed 
themselves at Hadleigh, and so near the 
Vicarage. Mattie says yon are so kind to 
them. Oh, Archie ! my dear brother ! do 
be carefol I I do not half like the idea of 
these girls ; they sonnd rash and designing, 
and yon are so chivalrous in your notions. 
Why not let Mattie be kind to them instead 
of yon ? In a parish like Hadleigh yon need 
to be carefol. Mother is calliog me, so I will 
just close this with my fondest love. 

' Geace.' 

Archie threw down the letter with a frown. 
For the first time he was annoyed with Grace. 

Nan and her sisters rash and designing ! 
' Odd yoraig ladies I' She was sorry they 
had established themselves at Hadleigh I It 
was really too bad of Grace to condemn 
them in this fashion. Bat of coarse it most be 
Mattie's fault ; she had written a pack of non- 
sense, exaggerating things as mnch as possible. 
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Poor Mattie would have had to have borne 
the bnmt of his wrath as asnal, only,, as he 
tamed to her with the frown black on his 
forehead, his eyes canght sight of her dress. 
Hitherto the room had been very dimly 
lighted ; bat now, as he looked at her in the 
soft lamplight, his anger Tanished in amaze- 
ment. 

' Why, Mattie, what have yon done to 
yoarself ? We are not expecting company this 
evening; it is nearly ten o'clock.' 

Mattie blushed and laaghed, and then she 
actnaUy bridled with pleasm^. 

' Oh no, Archie ; of coarse not. I only put 
on my new dress just to see how it would fit ; 
and then I thought yon might like to see it. 
It is the one nncle gave me ; and is it not 
beanti^illy made ? I am sure Mrs. Cheyne's 
dresses never fit better. You and Qrace may 
say what yon like about the Challoners, but 
if they can make dresses like this, it would 
be tempting Providence not to use such s 
talent, and just because they were too fine 
ladies to work.' 

' I do believe yoa are right, Mattie,' re- 
turned Archie, in a low voice ; ' turn ronnd 
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and let me look at yon, girl. Do yoa mean — 
that she — that they made that ?' 

Mattie nodded as she slowly pivoted on 
one foot, and then revolved like the figures 
one nsed to see on old-fashioned barrel organs ; 
then, as she stood still, she panted ont the 
words: 

' Is it not jnst lovely, Archie ?' for in all 
the thirty years of her unassuming life Mattie 
had never had such a dress, so no wonder 
her head was a little turned. 

' Yes, indeed ; I like it excessively,' was 
Archie's comment ; and then he added, with 
the delicious' frankness common to brothers, 
' It makes you look qnite a different person, 
Mattie; yon are almost nice-looking to-night.' 

'Oh, thank yon, dear!' cried poor Mattie, 
quite moved by this compliment ; for if Archie 
thought her almost nice-looking, he must he 
pleased with her. Indeed, she even ventured 
to raise herself on tiptoe and kiss him in 
gratitnde, which was taking a great liberty ; 
only Archie bore it for once. 

' She really looked very well, poor little 
woman 1' thought Archie, when Mattie had at 
last exhausted her raptures, and bidden him 
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good-night. * She would not be half so bad- 
looking, if some one would take her in hand 
and dresB her properly. The women must be 
right after all, and there iB a power in dresB. 
Those girls do nothing by halTes,' he con- 
tinned, walking np and down the room. ' I 
wonld not have heheved they had made it, if 
Mattiehadnottoldme. "Bash and designing" 
indeed I jnst becanse they are not like other 
girls — becanse they are more natnral, morein- 
dnstrions, more conrageous, more religions in 
foot;' and then the young clergyman softly 
qnoted to himself the words of the wise old 
King, words that Nan and her sisters had 
ever loved and songht to practise : 

' Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it 
with thy might.' 
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CHAPTEE X. 

' OH, YOn ABB PROUD !' 

5N the foUowing Monday morning 
Nan Baid in rather a corions voice 
to PhiUiB : 

* If no onstomers call to-day, our work- 
room will be empty. I wonder what we shall 
do with oureelveB ?' 

To which Phillis replied without a moment's 
hesitation : 

'We wiU go down and batiie, and Dolce 
and I will have a swimming-match ; and 
after that we will sit on the beach and quiz 
the people. Most likely there will be a 
tironpe of coloured minstrels on the Parade, 
and that will be fan.* 

* Oh, I hope no one will come 1' observed 
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Dnlce, oTerjoyed at the idea of a holiday; 
hot seeing Nan's face was fall of rebuke at 
this ontbnrst of frivolity, she said no more. 

It was decided at lf»t that they, should 
wait for an hoar to see if any orders arrived, 
and after that they would consider themselves 
at liberty to amose themselves for the re- 
mainder of the day. Bat, alas for Dalce'e 
hopes t long before the appointed hoar had 
expired, the gate-bell rang, and Miss Drom- 
mond made her appearance with a lai^e paper 
parcel, which she deposited on the table with 
a radiant face. 

The story was soon' told. Her silk drees 
was such a saccess, and dear Archie was bo 
charmed with it — ^here Mattie, with a blush, 
deposited a neatly sealed little packet id 
Nan's hand — that he had actoally proposed 
that she shonld have another gown made 
after the same pattern for everyday weur. 
And he had taken her himself directly a&ex 
break&st down to Mordant's, and had chos^ 
her this dress. He had never done sacb a 
thing before even for Grace, so no wonder 
Mattie was in the seventh heaven of delight. 

' It is very pretty,' observed Nan critically; 
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' yonr brother has good taste.' "Which speech 
was of course retailed to Archie. 

Mattie had only joet left the cottage, when 
another cnstomer appeared in the person of 
Miss Middleton. 

Nan, who had jast began her cntting-ont, 
met her with a pleased glance of recognition ; 
and then, remembering her errand, bowed 
rather gravely. But Miss Middleton, after a 
moment's hesitation, held out her hand. 

She had not been able to make up her 
mind about these girls. Her father's shocked 
sense of deconun, and her own old-fashioned 
gentlewoman's ideas had raised certain di£&- 
cnlties in her mind, which she had fonnd it 
hard to overcome. ' Becollect, Elizabeth, I 
will not have those girls brought here,' the 
Colonel had said to her that very morning. 
* They may be all very well in their way, bat 
I have changed my opinion of them. There's 
poor Drammond — now mark my words, there 
will be trouble by-and-by in that quarter.' 
For Colonel Middleton had groaned in spirit 
ever since the morning he. had seen the young 
"Vicar walking with Phillis down the Briar- 
wood Boad, when she was carrying Mrs. 
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Trmuuings's dress. Elizabeth anawered this 
protest by one of her gentle smileB. ' Yery 
well, dear father, I will ask no one to 
Brooklyn against your wish, yoa may be sore 
of that ; bat I sappose they may make my new 
dress ? Mattie's has been sach a saccess ; 
they certainly understand their basiness.' 

' Yoa have a right to select yoar own 
dressmaker, Elizabeth,' retamed the Colonel, 
with a frigid wave of his hand, for he had 
not got over his disappointment aboat the 
girls. * I only warn yoa becaase yoa are 
very Qoizotic in yonr notions ; bat we most 
take the world as we find it, and make the 
beat of it ; and there is year brother coming 
home by-and-by. We mast be carefal, for 
Hammond's sake;' and as Elizabeth's good 
sense owned the justice of her father's re- 
mark, there was nothing more said on the 
sabject. 

Bat it was not without a feeling of em- 
barrassment that Miss Middleton entered the 
cottage ; her great heart was yearning over 
these girls, whom she was compelled to keep 
at a distance. Trae, her father was right, 
Hammond was coming home, and a yonng 
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officer of Beven-and-twenty was not to be 
tmsted where three pretty girls were ooncemed; 
it would never do to invite them to Brooklyn 
or to make too mnoh of them. 

Mies Middleton had ranged herself com- 
pletely on her father's side, but at the sight of 
Nan's sweet face and her grave little bow, she 
forgot all herpmdent resolutions, and her hand 
was held out as though to an equal. 

' I have come to ask you if you will be 
good enough to make me a dress,' she said, 
with a charming soiile. ' You have succeeded 
so well with Miss Drummond that I cannot 
help wishing to have one too ;' and when she 
had said this she looked quietly round her, and 
surveyed the pretty workroom, and Dulce 
sitting at the sewing-machine, and lastly 
Fhillis'sbrightjinteUigentface, as she stood by 
the table turning over some fashion-books. 

At that moment Mrs. Challoner entered the 
room with her Httle work-basket, and placed 
herself at the other window. Miss Kiddleton 
began talking to her at once, while Nam 
measured and pinned. 

' I don't think I ever spent a ple^anter 
half-hour,' she told her father afterwards. 

VOL. 11. 32 
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' Mattie was right im what Bhe said — they had 
made the work-room perfectly lovely with 
pictures and old china ; and nothing conld be 
nicer than their manners — &o simple and un- 
assuming, yet with a touch of independence 
too.* 

' And the old lady ?' inquired the Colonel 
malicionsly, for he had seen Mrs. Challoner in 
chnrch, and knew hetter than to speak of her 
BO disrespectfidly. 

' Old lady, father ! why, she is not old at all. 
She is an exceedingly pleasing person, only a 
little stately in her manner ; one wonld not 
ventnre to take a liberty with her. We had 
Buch a nice talk while the eldest danghter was 
fitting me. Is it not strange, father dear, 
that they know the Paines ? and Mrs. Sartoris 
is an old acquaintance of theirs. I think they 
were a httle sorry when they heard we knew 
them too, for the second girl oolonred ap so 
when I said Adelaide was yonr god-danghter.' 

* Humph I we will have Adelaide down here, 
and hear all about them/ responded her father 
briskly. 

' Well, I don't know j I am afraid that would 
he paiuiiil to them, under their changed cir- 
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camstances. Jast as we were talking aboat 
Adelaide, Miss Mewlstone came in ; and then 
they were so bnsy that I did not like to stay any 
longer. Ah, there ie Mr. Bmmmond coming 
to intermpt ns, as nsnal.' 

And then the Colonel retailed all this for 
Archie's benefit. He had come in to glean a 
crumb or two of intelligence, if he conid, about 
the Challoners' movements, and the Colonel's 
garmhty fnmished him with a rich harvest. 

Phillis had taken Miss Mewlstone in hand 
at once in the intervals of business ; she had 
inquired casually after Mrs. Cheyne's injured 
ankle. 

* It is going on well — she can stand now,' 
returned Miss Mewlstone ; * the confinement 
has been very trying for her, poor thing, and 
she looks sadly the worse for it. Don't take 
out those pins, my dear ; what is the good of 
taking so much pains with a fat old thing like 
me, and pricking your pretty fingers. Well, 
she is always asking me if I have seen any of 
yon when I come home.' 

'Mrs. Cheyne ask after us!' exclaimed 
Phillis, in a tone of astonishment. 

' Ah, just BO. She has not foi|;otten you. 
32—2 
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Magdalene never forgets anyone in whom she 
takes interest ; not that she likes many 
people, poor dear ! but then so few nnder- 
Btand her. They will not believe that it ia 
all on the surface, and that there is a good 
heart nndemeath.' 

' You call her Magdalene,' observed Phillis 
rather curiously, looking up into Miss Mewl- 
stone's placid face. 

* Ah, just so ; I forgot. Tou see, I knew 
her as a child. Oh, such a wee toddUng 
mite 1 younger than dear little Janie. I 
remember her just as though it were yester- 
day; the loveliest little creature — prettier 
even than Janie !' 

* Was Janie the little child who died ?' 

* Yes, the darling I She was just three 
years old ; a perfect angel of a child I and 
Bertie was a year older. Poor Magdalene ! 
it is no wonder she is as she is — no husband 
and children t When she sent for me I 
came at once, though I knew how it wonld 
be.' 

'.You knew how it would be ?' repeated 
Fhillis in a questioning voice, for Miss Mewl' 
stone had come to a full stop here. She 
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looked a little confaBed at this repetition of 
her words. 

' Oh, just BO — jast so. Thank yon, my 
dear. Yon have done that beantifally, I am 
Bnre. Never mind what an old woman says. 
When people are in trouble like that, they are 
often ill to live with. Magdalene has her 
moods — 80 have we all, my dear, thongh you 
are yoong to know that — ^bnt no one under- 
stands her better than her old Bathsheba ; 
that is my name, and a funny old name too, 
is it not ?' continued Miss Mewlstone, blink- 
ing at Fhillis with her little bine eyes. ' The 
worst of having such a name is that no one 
will nse it ; even father and mother called 
me Barby, as Magdalene does sometimes 
still.' 

Bathsheba Mewlstone ! Phillis's Up cmrled 
with suppressed amusement. What a droll 
old thing she was ! and yet she liked her, 
somehow. 

' If she takes it into her head to come and 
see you, you will try and pat up with her 
sharp speeches,' continaed Miss Mewlstone a 
little anxiously, as she tied on her bonnet. 
Mr. Drummond does not understand her at 
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all ; and I will not deny that she is bard on 
the poor young man, and makes fan of him a 
bit — but, bless you, it is only her way ! She 
torments herself and other people, just because 
time will not pass quickly enough, and let 
her forget. If we bad children ourselvea we 
should understand it better, and bow in 
Bamah there must be lamentation,' finished 
Miss Mewlstone, with a vague and pecnliar 
reference to the martyred innocents wbidi 
was rather inexplicable to Phillis, as in tbis 
case there was certainly no Herod, but an 
ordinary visitation of Providence ; but then 
she did not know that Miss Mewlstone v/as 
often a little vague. 

After this bint, Phillis was not greatly 
surprised when, one morning, a pair of gray 
ponies stopped before the Friary, and Mrs. 
Cheyne's tall figure came slowly up the 
flagged path. 

It must be owned that Pbillis's first feelings 
were not wholly pleasurable. Nan had gone 
out ; an invalid lady staying at Seaview 
Cottage had sent for a dressmaker rather 
hurriedly, and Miss Milner had of course 
recommended them. Nan had gone at once. 
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and as Dolce looked pale, she had taken her 
with her for a walk. They might not be 
back for another hoar ; a tete-d-tete with Mrs. 
Cheyne after their last interview was rather 
formidable. 

Dorothy preceded her with a parcel, which 
she deposited rather gingerly on the table. 
As Mrs. Cheyne entered the room she looked 
at FhiUis in a cool, off-hand manner. 

* I am come on basiness,' she said, with a 
Httle nod. * How do you do, Miss Challoner? 
yon are looking rather pale, I think;' and 
then her keen glance travelled roond the 
room. 

The girl flashed a little over this abrupt- 
ness, bat she did not lose her courage. 

' Is this the dress ?' she asked, opening the 
parcel ; but her fingers would tremble a little, 
in spite of her will. And then as the rich 
folds of the black brocade came into view, she 
asked, in a business-like tone, in what style 
Mrs. Cheyne would wish it made, and how 
soon she required it. To all of which Mrs. 
Cheyne responded in the same dry curt 
manner; and then the usual process of 
fitting began. 
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Never bad her task seemed so tediooB and 
distastefal to Fhillis. Even Mrs. TrimmingB 
was preferable to this; she bardly ventured 
to raise her eyes for fear of meeting Mrs. 
Cheyne's cold, satirical glance ; and yet all 
the time she knew she was being watched. 
Mrs. Cheyne's vigilant silence meant some- 
thing. 

If only her mother would come in ; hot 
she was shellii^ peas for Dorothy. To think 
Nan should have failed her on such an 
occasion t even Dnlce would have been a 
comfort, though she was so easily frightened. 
She started almost nervously when Mrs. 
Cheyne at last broke the silence. 

' Yes, you are decidedly paler — a little 
thinner, I think, and that after only a fort- 
night's work.' 

Fhillis looked up a little indignantly at 
this ; but she found Mrs. Cheyne was 
regarding her not unkindly. 
. ' I am well enough,' she returned, rather 
ungraciously ; ' but we are not used to 
BO much confinement, and the weather is 
hot ; we shall grow accustomed to it in 
time.' 
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' You tliink restlessnesB is so easily sub- 
dued ?' with a sneer. 

' No ; bat I believe it can be controlled,' 
replied poor Phillis, who aufifered more than 
anyone gnessed £rom thiB restraint on her 
sweet freedom. 

Mrs. Cbeyne was right ; even in this short 
time she was certainly paler and thinner. 

* Yon mean to persevere, then, in your 
moral suicide ?' 

' "We mean to persevere in our duty,' cor- 
rected Phillis, as she pinned up a sleeve. 

' Rather a high moral tone for a dress- 
maker to take ; don't you think so T returned 
Mrs. Cheyne, in the voice Archie hated. The 
woman certainly had a double nature — there 
was a twist in her somewhere. 

This was too much for Phillis; she fired 
up in a moment. 

' Why should not dressmaker take a high 
moral tone ? Yon make me feel glad I am 
one when yon talk like that. This is our 
ambition — ^Nan's and mine, for Dulce is too 
young to think much about it — to show by 
our example that there is no degradation in 
work. Oh, it is hard t First Mr. Dnimmond 
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comes, and talks to ns as though we were 
doing wrong ; and then yon, to cry down onr 
honest labonr, and call it Bnioide. Is it 
Bnicide to work with these hands that Crod 
has made clever, for my mother ?' cried 
FhilHs ; and her great gray eyes filled up 
with sadden tears. 

Mrs. Cheyne did not look displeased at the 
girl's ontborat. If she had led np to this 
point, she coold not have received it more 
calmly. 

' There, there ! you need not excite yonr- 
self, child!' she said more gently; ' I only 
wanted to know what yoa wonld say. So 
Miss Mewlstone has been to you, I hear — and 
Miss Middleton, too ? but that's her benevo- 
lence. Of coarse Miss Mattie comes out of 
curiosity. How I do detest a fussy woman, 
with a tongae that chatters faster than a 
purling brook I What do you say ? Ko 
harm in her ?' for Fhillis had muttered some- 
thing to this effect. * Oh, that is negative 
praise ! I like people to have a little harm 
in them ; it is so much more amusing.' 

' I cannot say I am of your opinion,' re- 
turned Fhillis coldly; she was rather ashamed 
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of her fit of enthnsiasin, and cross in oon- 



' My dear, I always thought Lucifer most 
have been rather an interesting person;' then, 
as Fhillis looked scandalized, and drew herself 
np, she said in a fnnny voice : ' Now don't 
tell yonr mother what I said, or she will think 
me an improper character ; and I want to be 
introduced to her.' 

' You want to be introduced to my mother 1* 
Phillis could hardly believe her ears. Cer- 
tainly Mrs. Cheyne was a most inexplicable 
person. 

' Dressmakers don't often have mothers — ■ 
do they ?' returned Mrs. Cheyne, with a 
laugh ; ' at least, they are never on view. I 
suppose they are in the back premises doing 
something ?' 

' Shelling peas, for example,' replied Phillis, 
roused to mischief by this ; ' that is mother's 
work this morning. Dorothy is old and 
single-handed, and needs aU the help we can 
give her. Oh yes ! I will take you to her at 
once.' 

' Indeed yon must not, if it will iucon- 
venience her!' returned Mrs. Cheyne, drawing 
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back a little at this. She was full of cnriosit; 
to see the mother of these Bingnlar girls, but 
she did not wish to have her illasion too 
roughly dispelled ; and the notion of Mrs. 
Challoner's homely employment grated a httle 
on the feelings of the fine lady, who had never 
done anything nsefal in her Ufe. 

*0h, nothing puts mother out I' retnmed 
PhiUis, in an indifferent tone. The old spirit 
of fun was waking up in her, and she led the 
way promptly to the parlour. 

' Mother, Mrs. Cheyne wishes to see yon," 
she announced in a most matter-of-fact voice, 
as though that lady were a daily visitor. 

Mrs. Challoner looked up in a Httle bot- 
prise. One of Dorothy's rough aprons was 
tied over her nice black gown, and the yellow 
earthenware bowl was on her lap. Fhillis 
took up some of the green pods, and began 
playing with them. 

* Will you excuse my rising ? — you see my 
employment,' observed Mrs. Challoner, with 
a smile that was almost as charming as 
Nan's ; and she held out a white soft hand to 
her visitor. 

The perfect ease of her manner, the absence 
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of all flnrry, prodaced an instant effect on 
Mrs. Cheyne. For a moment she stood as 
though at a loss to explain her intrusion ; bnt 
the next mlnate one of her rare sunshiny 
smiles crossed her face. 

' I must seem impertinent — but your 
daughters have interested me so much that 
I was anxious to see their mother. But I 
ought to apologize for disturbing you so 
early.' 

' Not at all ; all hours are the same to me. 
"We are always glad to see our friends — are 
we not, Phillis ? My dear, I wish you would 
carry these away to Dorothy, and ask her to 
finish them.' 

' Oh no — pray do nothing of the kind,' 
returned Mrs. Cheyne eagerly. ' You must 
not punish me in this way — let me help you. 
Indeed, I am sure I can, if I only tried ;' and 
to Fhillis's intense amusement, Mrs. Cheyne 
drew off her delicate French gloves, and in 
another moment both ladies were seated close 
together shelling peas into the same pan, and 
talking as though they had known each other 
for years. 

' Oh, it was too delicious !' exclaimed 
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Pfaillie, when she had retailed this interview 
for Nan's and Dulce's benefit. ' I knew 
mother would behave beautifully. If I had 
taken the Princess of Wales in to see her, 
she would not have had a word of apology 
for her apron, though it was a horrid coarse 
thing of Dorothy's. She would just have 
smiled at her, as she did at Mrs. Gheyne. 
Mother's behaviour is always lovely. 

' Darling old mammie 1' put in Dolce 
rapturously, at this point. 

' I made some excuse and left them to- 
gether, because I could see Mrs. Cheyne was 
dying to get rid of me ; and I am always 
amiable, and like to please people. Oh, it 
was the funniest sight, I assure you \ Mrs. 
Cheyne with her long fingers blazing with 
diamond rings, and the peas rolling down her 
silk dress ; and mother just going on with 
her business in her quiet way. Oh, I had 
such a laugh when I was back in the work- 
room!' 

It cost Fhillis some trouble to be properly 
demure when Mjs. Cheyne came into the 
workroom some time afterwards in search of 
her. Perhaps her mischievons eyes betrayed 
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her, for Mrs. Cheyne shook her head at her 
m pretended rehuke. 

* Ah, I see — you will persist in treating 
things like a comedy. WeU, that is better 
than putting on tragedy airs, and making 
yoarselves miserable. Now I have seen your 
mother, I am not quite so puzzled.' 

' Indeed I' and Fhillis fixed her eyes inno- 
cently on Mjb. Cheyne's face. 

* No ; but I am not going to make you 
vain by telling you what I think of her — ^in- 
discriminate praise is not wholesome. Now, 
when are you coming to see me ? — that is 
the point in question.' 

' Dorothy will bring home your dress oa 
Saturday,' repUed Phillis, a little drily. ' If it 
requires iteration perhaps you will let me 
know, and of conrse I will come up to the 
White House at any time.' 

' But I do not mean to wait for that ; yon 
are misunderstanding me purposely. Miss 
Challoner. I want you to come and talk to 
me one evening — any evening. No one but 
Miss Mewlstone will be there.' 

* Oh no t' responded Fhillis, suddenly turn- 
ing very red ; ' I do not think that would do 
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at all, Mrs. Cheyne. I do not mean to be 
mde or ungratefiil for your kindness, but— 

but ' Here the girl stammered and broke 

down. 

' You wifih, then, to confine our intercourse 
to a purely business relation ?' asked Mrs. 
Gheyne, and her voice had a tone of the old 
bitterness. 

' Would it not be better, under the circum- 
stances ? Forgive me if I am too proud, 
but ' 

' Oh, you are proud, terribly proud !' re- 
turned Mrs. Cheyne, taking up her words 
before she could complete her sentence. * You 
owe me a grudge for what I said that night, 
and now you are making me pay the penalty. 
Well, I am not meek ; there is not a human 
being living to whom I would sue for friend- 
ship. If I were starring for a kind word, I 
would sooner die than ask for one. You 
see, I am proud too. Miss Challoner.' 

' Oh, I did not mean to hurt you,' returned 
Fhillis, distressed at this, but determined not 
to yield an inch, or bend to the sudden caprice 
of this extraordinary woman,' who had made 
her suffer so once. 
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' To be hurt, one mast have feelings,' re- 
turned this singnlar person. ' Do not be afraid, 
I shall not attempt to shake year resolution ; 
if yon come to me now it must be of your own 
free will.' 

' And if I come, what then ?' asked Fhillis, 
standing very straight and stifT, for she wonld 
not be patronized. 

' If you come you will be welcome,' retnraed 
Mrs. Cheyne ; and then, with a grave inclina- 
tion of the head, she swept oat of the room. 
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SHOUU) go one evening, if I 
were yon ; it is easy to see that 
Mrs. Cheyne has taken a fancy 
to yon,' said Nan, who was much interested 
by this recital, bnt to this Fhillis only replied 
by a very decided shake of the head. 

' I shall do nothing of the kind ; I was not 
made to be a fine lady's protegee. If she 
patronized me, I shonld grow savage and show 
my teeth, and as I have no desire to break 
the peace, we had better remain strangers. 
Dear Magdalene certainly has a temper !' 
finished Fhillis, with a wicked Httle sneer. 

Kan tried to combat this resolution, and 
nsed a great many argnments; she was 
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anxious that Phillis Bhonld avail herself of 
this sadden fancy on the part of Mrs. Cheyne 
to lift herself and perhaps all of them into 
society with their equals. Nan's good sense 
told her that though at present the novelty 
and excitement of their position prevented 
them from realizing the fall extent of their 
isolation, in time it mnst weigh on them very 
heavily, and especially on Fhillis, who was 
bright and clever, and liked society ; bat all 
her words were powerless against Fhilhs's 
stubbornness — to the White Honse she could 
not and would not go. 

But one evening she changed her mind 
very suddenly, when a note from Miss Mewl- 
stone reached her. A gardener's boy brought 
it ; 'it was very particular, and was to be 
delivered immediate to the young lady,' he 
observed, holding the missive between a very 
grimy finger and thumb. 

' My dear yodng Laky (it began), — 

' Pride is all very well, but charity 
is often best in the long ran., and a Uttle kind- 
ness to a sufiering human being is never out 
of place in a young creature like you. 
33—2 
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* Poor Magdalene has been very sadly for 
days, and I have got it into my fitnpid old 
head — that is always fancying things — that 
she has been watching for folks who have 
been too prond to come, though she would 
die sooner than tell me so ; but that is her 
way, poor dear ! 

'It is ill to wake at nights with nothing 
bnt sad thoughts for company, and it is ill 
wearing out the long days with only a eilly 
old body to cheer one np ; and when there is 
nothing fresh to say, and nothing to expect, 
and not a footstep or a voice to break the 
silence, then it seems to me that a yoong 
voice — that is a kind voice — ^wonld be wel- 
come. Take this hint, my dear, and keep 
my counsel, for I am only a sUly old woman, 
as she often says. 
'Yours, 

'Bathsheba Mewlstone.' 

' Oh, I most go now 1' observed Phillis, in 
an embarrassed voice, aa she laid this Bingolar 
note before Nan. 

* Yes, dear ; and you had better put on 
your hat at once, and Dolce and I will walk 
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with yon as far as the gate. It is sad for yon 
to miss the scramble on the shore ; but when 
other people really want ns, I feel as though 
it were a direct call,' finished Nan solemnly. 

* I am a&aid there is a storm coming up,' 
replied FhiUis, who had been oppressed all 
day by the heavy thundery atmosphere ; 
she had looked so heated and weary that 
Nan had proposed a walk by the shore. 
"Work was pouring upon them from all sides : 
the townspeople, envious of Mrs. Trimmings's 
stylish new dress, were besieging the Friary 
with orders, and the young dressmakers would 
have been literally overwhelmed with their 
labours ; only Nan, with admirable foresight, 
- insisted on only taking in as much work as 
they felt themselves able to complete. 

' No,' she would say to some disappointed 
customer, ' our hands are full just now, and 
we camiot undertake any more orders at 
present ; we will not promise more than we 
can perform. Come to me again in a fort- 
night's time, and we will willingly make your 
dress, but now it is impossible ;' and in most 
cases the dress was brought punctually at the 
time appointed. 
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Fhillis used to gromble a little at this. 

* YoQ ought not to refase orders, Nan,' she 
said, rather fretfully once. ' Any other dress- 
maker would sit up half the night rather than 
disappoint a customer.' 

'Uy dear,' Nan returned, in her elder- 
sisterly voice, which had always a great 
effect on Phillis, 'I wonder what use Dnlce 
and you would be if you sat up sewing half 
the night, and drinking strong tea to keep 
yourselves awake ? No, there shall be no 
burning the candles at both ends in this 
fashion ; please God we will keep our health, 
and our customers, and no one in their senses 
could call us idle. TPhy, we are quite the 
fashion ! Mrs. Squalls told me yesterday 
that everyone in Hadleigh was wild to have 
a gown made by the " lady dressmakers." ' 

' Oh, I dare say !' replied Phillis crossly, 
for the poor thing was so hot and tired that 
she could have cried from pure weariness and 
vexation of spirit. ' But we shall not be the 
fashion long when the novelty wears off; 
people will call us independent, and get tired 
of us — and no wonder, if they are to wait for 
their dresses in this way.' 
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Nan's only answer was to look at PhiUis's 
pale &ce in a pitying way ; and then she took 
her hand, and led her to the corner, where her 
mother's Bible always lay, and then with ready 
fingera tnmed to the well -known passage: 
' Man goeth forth nnto his Work and to his 
labour onto the evening.' 

' WeU, Nan, what then ?' 

'Evening is for rest — ^for refreshment of 
mind and body ; I will not have it turned 
into a time of toU. I know you, Philhs ; 
you would work till your poor fingers got 
thin, and your spirits were all flattened out, 
and every nerve was jarring and set on edge ; 
and yon would call that duty ! No, darling — 
never. Dulce shall keep her roses, and we 
will have battledore and shuttlecock every 
evening ; bat if I have to keep the key of 
the work-room in my pocket, you and Bulce 
shall never enter it after tea;' and Nan's 
good sense, as usual, carried the day. 

Phillis would much rather have joined her 
sisters in their walk than turned in at the 
gloomy lodge-gates. 

' " All ye who enter here leave hope behind," ' 
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she quoted softly, as she waved her hand 
to Nan. 

The Borvant who admitted her looked a 
little dabioQB over his eirand. 

' His mistreBB was in her room,' he beUeved, 
* and was far too tmwell to see visitorB. He 
would tell MisB MewlstonQ, if the yoong lady 
liked to wait, bat he was sore it was no nse ' 
— all very civilly said. And as Phillia per- 
sisted in her intention of seeing Mrs. Cheyne, 
if possible, he nehered her into the library, a 
gloomy-looking room, with closed blinds, one 
of which he drew up, and then went in seuch 
of Miss Mewlstone. 

Phillis did not find her sttrroondings par- 
ticularly cheerfdl. The air was darkened by 
the approaching storm. A sullen cloud hung 
over the sky. The library windows opened 
upon the shrubberies. Here the trees were 
planted so thickly that their shade obscured 
much of the light. The room was so dark 
she could only dimly discern the handsome 
bindings of the books in the carved oak book- 
cases. The whole of the furniture seemed 
sombre and massive. The chair that the 
footman had placed for her was covered with 
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violet velvet, and vras in harmony with the 
rest of the fumitare. 

Dreary as the room looked, it was nothing 
to the shrubbeiy walk. A narrow winding 
path seemed to vanish into utter darkness. 
In some places the trees met over-head, so 
closely had they grown. 

'If I were the mistress of the White- 
Honse,' FhilUe said to herself, ' I would cut 
every one of those trees down. They must 
make this part of the house quite unhealthy. 
It really looks like a " ghost walk " that 
one reads abont.' But scarcely had these 
thoughts passed through her mind, when she 
uttered a faint cry of alarm. The dark room, 
the impending storm, and her own over- 
wrought feelings were making her nervous; 
but actually, through the gloom, she could 
see a figure in white approaching. 

In another moment she would have sought 
refuge in the hall, but contempt at her own 
cowardice kept her rooted to the spot. 

' She was an utter goose to be bo startled I 
It was — yes, of course — it was Mrs, Cheyne, 
She could see her more plainly now. Bhe 
would step through the window and meet her.' 
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Fhillis's feelings of aneasineBB had not 
quite vanished. The obscurity was confusii^, 
and invested everything viith. an unnatural 
effect. Even Mrs. Gheyne's figure, coming 
out from the dark background, seemed etraiige 
and unfamiliar. Fhillis had always before 
Been her in black ; but now she wore a white 
gown, fashioned loosely, like a wrapper ; and 
her hair, which at other times had been most 
carefully arranged, was now strained tightly 
and unbecomingly from her £ace, which looked 
pallid and drawn. She started violently when 
she saw Phillis coming towards her, and 
seemed inclined to draw back and retrace her 
stepB. It evidently cost her a strong effort 
to recover herself. She Beemed to conquer 
her reluctance with difficulty. 

' So you have come at last. Miss Challoner,' 
she said, fixing her eyes, which looked mi- 
naturally bright, on Phillis. Her voice was 
cold, almost harsh, and her countenance ex- 
pressed no pleasure. The hand she held out 
was BO limp and cold that Fhillis relinquished 
it hastily. 

* Yon said that I should be welcome,' she 
faltered, and trying not to appear alarmed. 



D,g,i,7?<iT,Google 



A Dark Hmr. 203 

She was too young and healthy to understand 
the meaning of the word hysteria, or to gness 
at the existence of nervous maladies that 
make some people's lives a long torment to 
them. Nevertheless, Mrs. Gheyne's singalar 
aspect filled her with vagae fear. It did not 
enter into her mind to connect the coming 
storm with Mrs. Cheyne's condition, nntil she 
hinted at it herself. 

'Oh yes, yon are welcome,' she responded 
wearily. ' I have looked for you evening 
after evening, but you chose to come with 
the storm. It is a pity, perhaps, but then 
you did not know !' 

' What would you have me know ?' asked 
Phillis timidly. 

Mrs. Cheyne shrugged her shoulders a Httle 
flightily. 

' Oh, you are young I' she returned ; ' you 
do not understand what nerves mean — you 
sleep sweetly of a night, and have no bad 
dreams — it does not matter to you happy 
people if the air is full of sunshine or sur- 
charged with electricity. For me, when the 
sun ceases to shine I am in despair. Fo^ 
find me brooding. An impending storm 
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suffocates, and yet tears me to pieces with 
restleBsness ; it drives me hither and thither 
like a &llen leaf. I tire myaelf that I may 
sleep, and yet I stare open-eyed for hours 
together into the darkness. I wonder some- 
times I do not go mad. Bnt there, let ns walk 
— let ns walk,* and she made a movement to 
retrace her steps, bnt Fhillis, with a coan^ 
for which she commended herself afterwards, 
pulled her back by her hanging sleeves. 

* Oh, not there ! it is not good for any one 
who is sad to walk in that dark place. No 
wonder yonr thoughts are sombre. Look I 
the heavy raindrops are pattering among the 
leaves. I do not care to get wet ; let us go 
back to the house.' 

' Pshaw I what does it matter getting wet ?' 
she returned, with a httle scorn ; but, never- 
theless, she suffered FhilHs to take her arm, 
and draw her gently towards the house. Only 
as they came near the library-window, she 
pointed to it indignantly. ' Who has dared 
to enter that room, or open the window? 
Have I not forbidden over and over again 
that that room should be used ? Do you 
think,' she continued, in the same excited 
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way, ' that I woold enter that room to-night 
of all nights ? Why, I shoold hear his angry 
voice pealing in every comer ! It was a 
good room for echoes ; and he could speak 
londly if he chose. Come away I there is a 
door I always nse that leads to my private 
apartments. I am no reclase ; bnt, in these 
moods, I do not care to show myself to 
people. If yon are not afraid, yon may 
come with me, tmless yon prefer Miss Mewl- 
stone's company.' 

'I would rather come with you,' returned 
Fhillis gently. She conld not in truth say 
she was not afraid; but, all the same, she 
must try and soothe the poor creature, who 
was evidently enduring such torments of 
mind ; bo she followed in silence np the broad 
oak staircase. 

A green-baize door admitted them into a 
long and somewhat narrow corridor, lighted 
up by a row of high narrow windows, set 
prettily with flower-boxes. Here there were 
several doors. Mrs. Cfaeyne paused before 
one a moment. 

* Look here 1 you shall see the mysteries 
of the west wing. This is my world ; down- 
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Btain I am a different creature — taciturn, 
harsh, and prone to sarcaBm. Ask Mr. 
Dnmunond what he thinks of me ; hnt I 
never could endure a good young man — 
especially that delicious compound of the 
worldling and the saint — like the Reverend 
Archibald. See here, my dear, here I am 
never captious, or say naughty things !' 

She threw open the door, and softly 
beckoned to FhiUis to enter. It was a large 
empty room — evidently a nurseiy. Some 
canaries were twittering faintly in a gilded 
cage. There were flowers in the two windows, 
and in the vases on the table ; evidently some 
loving hands had arranged them that very 
morning. A large rocking-horse occupied the 
centre of the floor ; a doll lay with its &ce 
downwards on the crimson carpet; a pile of 
wooden soldiers strutted on their zig-zag plat- 
form — one or two had fallen off; a torn 
pictnre-book had been flung beside them. 

* That was my Janie's picture-book,' said 
Mrs. Cheyne moomfully ; ' she was teaching 
her doll out of it just before she was taken 
ill. Nothing was touched; by a sort of in- 
spiration — a foreboding — I do not know what, 
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I bade noTBe leave the toys as they were. 
" It is only an interrupted game ; let the 
darlings find their toys as they put them," 
I said to her that morning. Look at the 
soldiers I Bertie was always for soldiers — 
bless him !' 

Her manner had grown calmer; and she 
spoke with such touching tenderness, that 
tears came to Phillis's eyes. Bnt Mrs. 
Oheyne never once looked at the girl ; she 
lingered by the table a moment, adjusting a 
leaf here and a bud there in the bouquets, 
and then she opened an inner door leading to 
the night-nursery. Here the associations 
were still more harrowing. The cots stood 
side by side under a muslin canopy, with an 
alabaster angel between them ; the little 
night-dresses lay folded on the pillows; on 
each quilt was the scarlet dressing-gown and 
pair of tiny slippers ; the clothes were piled 
neatly on two chwra — a hoy's velvet tunic on 
one, a girl's white frock, a little limp and dis- 
coloured, hung over the rails of the other. 

< Everything just the same 1' murmured the 
poor mother. ' Look here, my dear ' — with 
a faint smile — ■' these are Bertie's slippers — 
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there is the hole he kicked in them when 
he was in his tempers, for my boy had the 
Cheyne temper. He was Herbert's image — 
his very image.' She sighed — ^paused, and 
went on. ' Every night I come and sit beade 
their beds, and then the darlings come to 
me. I can see their faces — oh, so plainlyj 
and hear their voices. "Good-night, dear 
mammal" they seem to say to me, only 
Bertie's voice is always the lender.' 

Her manner was becoming a little exited 
again ; only FhilUs took her hand and pressed 
it gently, and the tench seemed to soothe her 
like magic. 

' I am 80 glad yon come here every night,' 
she said in her sweet serions voice, &om 
which every trace of fear had gone. *I 
think that a beantifdl idea, to come and say 
yonr prayers beside one of these little beds.' 

' To say my prayers — I pray beside my 
darlings' beds I' exclaimed Mrs. Cheyne, in s 
startled voice. ' Oh no — I never do that. 
God wonid not hear snch prayers as mine — 
never — never I' 

' Dear Mrs. Cheyne, why not ?' She moved 
restlessly away at the question, and tried to 
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disengage herself from Phillis's firm grasp. 
' The Divine Father hears all prayers,' whis- 
pered the girl. 

'All? — bnt not mine — not mine, or I 
should not be sitting here alone. Do yon 
know my hnsband left me in anger — that 
his last words to me were the bitterest he 
ever spoke ? " Good-bye, Magdalene ; you 
have made my life so wretched that I do not 
care if I never live to set foot in this honse 
again !" And that to me — ^his wedded wife 
and the mother of his children — who loved 
him so. Oh, Herbert — Herbert 1' and cover- 
ing her face, the mihappy woman suddenly 
burst into a passion of tears. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

THE UTSTEBIOUS 8TRANGEB. 

KHLLLIS kept a sad silence ; not for 
worlds would she have checked the 
flow of tears that must hare been 
BO healing to the tortured brain. Besides, what 
was there that she, so yonng and inexperienced, 
conld say in the presence of a grief so terrible, 
so overpowering? The whole thing was in- 
explicable to Phillis. Why* were the ont- 
works of conventionality so suddenly throwD 
down ? Why was she, a stranger, permitted 
to be a witness of such a revelation ? As 
she sat there speechless and sympathizing, a 
faint sound reached her ear — the rustle of a 
dress in the adjoining room — footsteps that 
approached warily, and then paused; amoment 
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afterwards the door closed soitly behind them. 
Phillis looked ronnd gnickly, but coold see 
nothlDg ; and the same instant a peal of thoitder 
rolled over their heads. 

l^&s. Gheyne started up with an hysterical 
scream, and canght hold of Phillis. ' Gome,' 
she said, almost wildly, ' we will not stay 
here. The children will not come to-night, for 
who conld hear their voices in such a storm ? 
My little angels I — ^but they shall not see me 
like this. Come, come !' and, taking the girl 
by the arm, she almost dragged her from the 
room, and led the way with rapid and dis- 
ordered footsteps to a large laxorions chamber, 
fiimished evidently as a dressing-room, and 
only divided from the sleeping room by a 
curtained archway. 

As Mrs. Cheyne threw herself down in an 
armchair and hid her face in her hands, the 
curtain was drawn back, and Miss Mewlstone 
came in with an anxious, almost a fright- 
ened expression on her good-natnred conn- 
tentmce. She hnrried np to Mrs. Cheyne, 
and took her in her arms as though she were 
a child. 

* Now, Magdalene — now, my dear,' she 
34—2 
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said coaxingly, ' yon will try to be good and 
command yonraelf before this yonng lady. 
Look at her, ehe is not a bit a&aid of the 
storm — are you, Miss Challoner ? No, jnst so; 
you are far too Bensible.' 

' Oh, that is what yon always tell me,' re- 
tnmed Mrs. Cheyne, wrenching herself free 
with some violence. * Be sensible — be good, 
when I am nearly mad with the oppression 
and sufiEbcation, here, and here,' pointing to her 
head and breast. * Commonplaces, common- 
places ; as weU stop a delage with a tea-cnp. 
Oh, you are an old fool, Barby you will 
never learn wisdom.' 

' My poor lamb ! Barby never minda one 
word you say when yon are like this.' 

' Oh, I will beg yonr pardon to-morrow, or 
when the thnnder stops. Hark I there it is 
again,' cowering down in her chair. ' Can't 
you pray for it to cease, Barby ? Oh, it is too 
horrible ! Don't yon recollect the night he 
rode away — right into the storm, into the very 
teeth of the storm ? " Good-bye, Magdalene ; 
who knows when we may meet again ?" and I 
never looked at him, never kissed him, never 
broke the silence by one word ; and the thunder 
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came, and he was gone,' beating the air with 
her hands. 

* Oh, hush, my dear — hnsh I Let me read 
to yon a little, and the fever will soon pass. 
You are frightening the poor young lady with 
your wild talk, and no wonder !' 

* Pshaw I who minds the girl ? Let her 
go or stop ; what do I care ? What is the 
whole world to me, when I am tormented 
hke this ? Three years, four years — more 
than a thousand days of this misery! Oh, 
Barby t do you think I have been punished 
enough ? do you think where he is, up in 
heaven with the children, that he forgives 
and pities me, who was such a bad wife to 
him?' 

As Miss Mewlstone paused a moment to 
wipe the tears that were flowing over her old 
cheeks, Fhillis's voice came to her relief, 

' Oh, can you doubt it T she said, in much 
agitation. * Dear Mrs. Cheyne, can you have 
an instant's doubt ? Do yon think the dead 
carry all these paltry earthly feelings into the 
bright place yonder ? Forgive you — oh, there 
is no need of forgiveness there ; he will only 
be loving you — he and the ehildren too.' 
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' God bless you !' whispered Miss Mewl- 
stone. ' Hash, that is enough ! Go, my 
desx — go, and I will come to yoa presently I 
Magdalene, put your poor head down here ; 
I have thought of something that will do 
you good.' She waved Phillis away almost 
impatiently, and laid the poor gnfierer's head 
on her bosom, shielding it &om the dashes 
that darted through the room. Phillis could 
see her bending over her, and her voice was 
as tender as though she were soothing a sick 
infant. 

Phillis was trembling with agitation as ebs 
stole down the dark corridor. Kever in her 
happy yonng life had she witnessed or 
imagined such a scene. The wild words, 
the half- maddened gestures, the look of 
agony stamped on the pale, almost distorted 
features, would haunt her for many a day. 
Oh, how the poor soul must have suffered 
before she lost self-control and balance like 
this I 

It was not the death of her children that 
had so utterly unnerved her. It must have 
been that bitter parting with her husband, 
andthe remembrance of angry words never to 
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be atoned for in this life, that was cankering 
the root of her peace, and that bronght about 
these moods of despair. 

FhilUs thonght of Coleridge's lines — . 

' And to be wroth with one we love 
Doth work like madness on the brain,' 

as she took refnge in the dim drawing-room. 
Here, at least, there were signs of human life 
and occnpation. A little tea-table had been 
set in one window, though the tea was cold. 
The greyhounds came and laid their slend^ 
noses on her gown, and one small Italian one 
coiled himself np on her lap. Miss Mewl- 
stone's work-basket stood open, and a tortoise- 
shell kitten had helped itself to a ball of wool, 
and was bnsLly unwinding it. The dogs were 
evidently frightened at the storm, for they all 
gathered round PhJUis, shivering and whining, 
as thongh missing their mistress ; and she 
had much ado to comfori; them, thongh she 
loved animals and understood their dumb 
language better than most people. 

It was not so very long, and yet it seemed 
hours before Miss Mewlstoue came down to 
her. 
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* Are yon here, my dear ?' she asked in a 
load 'whisper, for the room was dark. * Ah, 
just so. We must have lights, and I must 
give yon a glass of wine or a nice hot cnp of 
coffee;' and. notwithstanding Fhillis's protest 
that she never took wine, and was not in 
need of anything, Miss Mewlstone rang the 
bell, and desired the footman to bring in the 
lamp. ' And tell Bishop to send up some nice 
hot cofiee and sandwiches as soon as possible. 
For yonng people never know what they 
want, and yon are jnst worried and tired to 
death with aU you have gone throngh — 
not being an old woman and seasoned to it 
like me,' went on the good creature, and she 
patted Fhillis's cheek encouragingly as she 
spoke. 

* But how is she ? Oh, thank God the 
storm has lulled at last t' exclaimed the girl 



' Oh yes ; the storm is over. We have 
reason to dread storms in this house,' re- 
turned Miss Mewlstone gravely. ' She was 
quite exhausted, and let Charlotte and me 
help her to bed. Now she has had her 
composing-draught, and Charlotte will sit by 
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her till I go up. I always watch by her all 
night after one of these attackB.' 

'Is it a nervous attack ?' asked Phillia 
timidly, for she felt she was treading on 
delicate gronnd. 

' I believe Dr. Parkes calls it hysteria,' 
replied Miss Mewlstone, hesitating a little. 
*Ah, we have sad times with her. Yon 
heard what she said, poor dear — she has 
been sorely tried. ' 

' Was not her hasband good to her, 
then?' 

' I am sore he meant to he kind,* retnmed 
Miss Mewlstone sorrowfully, ' for he loved 
her dearly; but he was passionate and master- 
ful, and was one that would have his way. 
As long as it was only conrtship, he worshipped 
the ground she walked upon, as the saying is. 
But poor Magdalene was not a good wife. 
She was cold when she ought to have been 
caressing — stubborn when she might have 
yielded; and sarcasm never yet healed a 
woond. Ah, here comes your coffee I Thank 
yon, Evans. Now, my dear, you must just 
eat and drink, and put some colom* into those 
pale cheeks. Scenes like these are not good 



)gle 



218 Not like other Girls. 

for young creatures like yon. Bat when 
Magdalene is in these moods, slie would not 
care if the whole world listened to her. To- 
morrow she will be herself, aod remember 
and be ashamed; and then you must not 
mind if she be harder and colder than ever. 
She wiU say bitter things aU the more, 
hecaase she is angered at her own want of 
self-control.' 

' I can understand that — that is just as I 
should feel,' returned Phillis, shuddering a 
little at the idea of encountering Mrs. 
Cheyne's keen-edged sarcasms. ' She will 
not like to see me any more ; she will think 
I had no right to witness such a scene.' 

' It is certainly a pity that I wrote that 
note,' returned Miss Mewlstone reflectively. 
* I hoped that you would turn her thoughts, 
and that we might avert the nsual nervous 
paroxyBm. When I opened the door and saw 
you sitting together so peacefully beside the 
children's beds, I expected a milder mood; 
but it was the thunder. Poor Magdalene! 
she has never been able to control herself in 
a storm since the evening Herbert left her, 
and we went in and found her lying insensible 
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in the library, in the midst of one of the worst 
Btorms I hare ever witnessed.' 

' That was when he said those crael words 
to her r ejacolated Phillis. 

' Yes. Did she repeat them ? how often I 
have begged her to forget them, and to believe 
that he repented of them before an hour was 
over ! Ah, well 1 the sting of death lies in 
this — if she had had one word, one little word, 
she would be a difierent woman in spite of the 
children's death. God's strokes are less cruel 
than men's strokes; the reed may be brnised 
by them, bnt not broken. She had a long 
illness after the children were gone ; it was too 
mneh — too much for any woman's heart to 
bear. Yon see, she wanted her husband to 
comfort her. Br. Farkes feared for her brain, 
but we pulled her through. Ah, just so, my 
dear ; wd pulled her through !' finished Miss 
Mewlstone, with a sigh. 

' Oh, how good you are to her 1 she is 
happy to have such a friend !' observed 
Phillis enthusiastically. 

Miss Mewlstone shook her head, and a 
tear rolled down her face. 

' Oh, my dear, I am only an old fool, as 
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she said jnst now. And, after all, the com- 
pany of a stnpid old woman is not maoh to a 
proud bonnie creatore like that. Sometimes 
for days together she hardly opens her lips to 
me ; we sit together, eat together, drive 
together, and not a word for Barby. Bat 
sometimes, poor dear! she will cling to me 
and cry, and say her heart is breaking. And 
Solomon was right ; but it was not only a 
brother that is good for adversity. When ahe 
wants me, I am here ; and there is nothing I 
wiU not do for her, and she knows it — and 
that is about the long and short of it,' 
finished Miss Mewlstone, dismissing the sab- 
ject with another sigh. And then she bade 
Fhillis finish her cofiee, and put on her hat. 
' For yonr mother will be expecting you, and 
wondering what has become of you; and 
Phillips or Evans must walk with you, for it 
is past nine o'clock, and such a pretty yotmg 
lady must not go unattended,' concluded tbe 
simple woman. 

Phillis laughed and kissed her at this; 
but though she said nothing of her intentions, 
she determined to dismiss the servant ae soon 
as possible, and ran on alone to the Friaiy. 
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She had not forgotten her enconnter with Mr. 
Dnuumond on her last visit to the "White 
Honse; hnt to-night the storm would keep 
him indoors. 

Evans, the new footman, was desired to 
escort her ; but, in the middle of the avenue, 
Phillis civilly dismissed him. 

* There is no need for two of ns to get wet; 
and the rain is coming on very heavily,' she 
said. 

The yotmg man hesitated ; but he was slow- 
witted and new to his dnty, and the yomig 
lady had a peremptory way with her, so he 
toQched his hat, and went back to the house. 

* Such nonsense, having a liveried servant 
at my heels, when I am only a dressmaker 1' 
thought Fhillis, scurrying down the avenue 
like a chased rabbit. 

Hitherto, the trees had sheltered her ; bat 
a glance at the open road and the driving 
rain made her resolve to take refuge in the 
porch of the cottage that stood opposite the 
gate. It was the place where Nan and her 
mother had once lodged ; and, though all the 
lights were extinguished, and the people had 
retired to bed, she felt a comfortable sense of 
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safety as she unlatched the little gate. Not 
even ^. Drammond would discover her 
there. 

Bnt Fhillis's satisfaction was of short 
duration ; the foolish girl was soon to repent 
of her foolhardiness in dismissing her escort. 
She little knew that her words to Evans had 
been overheard, and that behind the dripping 
shrubberies she had been watched and followed. 
Scarcely had she taken refnge under the green 
porch, and placed her wet umbrella to dry, 
before she heard the latch of tiie little gate 
nnclosed, and a tail dark figure come up the 
gravel-walk. It was not Isaac WilHams's 
portly form — she could discern that in the 
darkness — and, for the moment, a thrill of 
deadly terror came upon the incautious girl ; 
but the next minute her natural courage re- 
turned to her aid. The porch was jnfit 
underneath the room where Isaac slept ; a 
call of ' help ' would reach him at once ; then 
was no reason for this alarm at all. Never- 
theless, she shrank back a little as the Btnmger 
came directly towards her, then paused as 
though in some embarrassment. 

' Pardon me, but you have poor shelter 
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here. I am Mrs. Williams's lodger. I could 
easily let yoa into the cottage. I am a&aid the 
rain comes throngh the treUis-work.' 

FhilliB'e heart gaye a great thnmp of relief. 
In the first place, Mrs. Williams' lodger must 
be a respectable person, and no dangerous loafer 
or pickpocket ; in the second place, the refined 
cultured tones of the stranger pleased her ear. 
Phillis had a craze on this point. ' You may 
be deceived in a fece, but in a Toice, never I' 
she would say ; and as she told Nan afterwards, 
the moment that voice greeted her in the dark- 
ness she felt no further fear. 

' I have a dry comer here,' she returned 
quietly ; ' it is only a thunder-shower, and I 
am close to home — only down the road, and 
just round the comer, past the Vicarage.' 

' Fast the Yicarage 1' in a tone of surprise; 
'why, there are no houses there !' 

' There is a very small one called the Friary,' 
returned Fhillis, feeling herself colour in the 
darkness, as she mentioned their humble abode. 

There was no answer for a moment, and 
then her mysterious neighbour continued : 

' My good landlord seems to retire eao'ly ; 
the whole place looks deserted. They are very 
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early risers, and perhaps that is the reason. If 
yoQ will allow me to pass, I will open the 
door and kindle a lamp in my little parlonr. 
Even if yon prefer to remain in the porch, it 
will look more cheerfol ;' and without waiting 
for her reply he took a key from his pocket, 
and let himself into the honse. 

Their voices had disturbed the owners of the 
cottage, and Phillis overheard the following 
colloquy ; 

' Dear aakes alive I what a frightful storm ! 
Is there anything you want, Mr. Dancy ?' in 
Mrs. Williams's shrill tones. 

' Not for myself, Mrs. Williams ; but there 
is a young lady sheltering in the porch. I 
should be glad if you could come down and 
make her a little comfortable. The floodgates 
of heaven seem open to-night.' 

'Dear, dearl' in a still more perplexed 
voice ; ' a young lady at this time of night — 
why, it must be half after nine ! Very well, 
Mr. Dancy ; beg her to come in and sit in your 
parlour a moment, and I will be down.' 

But Phillis absolutely refused to comply 
with the invitation. 

' I am not tired, and I am not a bit wet, 
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and I like watching the rain. This is a 
nice little porch, and I have taken refdge 
here before. We all know Mrs. Williams 
very well.' 

' She is a good creature, if she were not 
always in a hnstle,' returned Mr. Dancy. 
' There, the lamp is Hghted — that looks more 
comfortable;' and as he spoke he came out 
into the little hall. 

FhUlis stole a cnrions glance at him. 

He was a tall man, and was dressed some- 
what strangely. A long foreign-looking cloak 
and a broad-brimmed felt hat, which he had 
not yet removed, gave him the look of an 
artist ; bnt except that he had a heard and 
moustache, and wore blue spectacles, she 
could not gain the slightest clue to his 
features. But his voice — it pleased Phillis's 
sensitive ear more every moment; it was 
pleasant — rather foreign, too, and had a sad 
ring in it. 

He leant against the wall opposite to her, 
and looked out thoughtfully at the driving 
rain. 

• I think I saw yon coming out from the 
White House,' he observed presently ; ' are 
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you a friend of Mrs. Cheyne ? I hope,' 
hesitating a little, ' that she is very well,' 

' Do you know her ?' asked Phillia in 
surprise. 

* That is a very Irish way of answering 
my question ; bnt you shall have your turn 
first. Yes ; I used to know her many years 
ago, and Herbert Cheyne, too.' 

' Her poor husband ! Oh 1 and did yon 
like him ?' rather breathlessly. 

'Pretty feirly,' was the indifferent reply. 
' People used to call him a pleasant fellow, 
but I never thought much of him myself — 
not bnt what he was more sinned against 
than sinning, poor devil. Anyhow, he paid 
dearly enough for his faults.' 

' Yes, indeed ; and one must speak leniently 
of the dead.' 

*Ah, that is what they say — that he is 
dead. I suppose his widow put on mourning 
and made lamentation. She is well, you say, 
and cheerful ?' 

* Oh no 1 neither one nor the other. I am 
not her friend. I only know her just a little, 
but she strikes me as very sad. She has lost 
her children, and ' 
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' All !' Fhillis thonght she heard a strange 
sound, almost like a groan, bat, of coarse, 
it was fancy ; and, just then, good Mrs. 
Williams came bnstling downstairs. 

' Dear heart 1 why, if it is not Miss Chal- 
loner ! To think of yon, my dear miss, 
being oat so late, and alone ! Oh, whatever 
will yonr ma say ?' 

' My mother will scold me, of conrse,' 
retnmed Phillis, langhing ; ' but yon must not 
scold me too, Mrs. Williams, though I de- 
serve all I get. Miss Mewlstone sent Evans 
with me, but I made him go back. Country 
girls are fearless, and it is only jnst a step to 
the Friary.' 

' The rain is stopping now, if yon will 
permit me to escort you. Mrs. Williams wiU 
be the voucher for my respectability,' ob- 
served Mr. Dancy, very gravely and without 
a smile ; and, as Phillis seemed inclined to 
put him off with an excuse, he continued, 
more seriously : ' Pardon me, but it is far 
too late, and the road far too lonely, for a 
young lady to go unattended. If yon prefer 
it, I will go to the White House and bring 
out the recreant Evans by force.' 
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'Oh no ; there is no need for that,' ob- 
serred Fhillis hastily; and Mrs. WiUiEuoB 
interposed volubly : 

' Goodness sakes, Miss Challoner, yon have 
no call to be afraid of Mr. Dancy ! "Why, 
Mr. Frank Blnnt, that nice yoong gentleman 
who lodged with me ever so many years, 
recommended him to me as one of his beat 
and oldest friends. Year ma knew Mr. 
Blnnt, for he was here with her, and a nicer- 
spoken yonng gentleman she said she never 
saw.' 

' That wiU do, Mrs. WUliams,' returned 
Mr. Dancy, in rather a peremptory tone ; and 
then, tnming to Fhillis, he said, more civilly, 
bnt still a little abruptly, as though he were 



' Well, Miss Challoner, do yon feel inclined 
to trust yourself with me for the few hundred 
yards, or shall I fetch Evans ?' and Fhillis, 
feeling herself rebuked, unfurled her mnbrella 
at once, and bade Mrs. Williams good-night 
by way of answer. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

HR8. WILLUMB's LODGER. 

^HILLIS felt rather shy and imcom- 
fortable as she picked her way 
warily among the rain-pools in the 
semi-darkneBB. Her companion was inclined 
to be silent. Most likely he considered her 
churlish in repelling his civil o£fers of help ; 
so to make amends and set herself at her ease, 
she began to talk to him with an attempt at 
her old sprightliness. 

' Do you know this neighbourhood well, Mr. 
Dancy ? Have you been long at Ivy Cottage ?* 

* Only a few days ; but I know the place 
well enough,' he responded quietly. ' It 
depends upon circumstances how long I 
remain here.' 

' Hadleigh is very quiet,' returned Phillia 
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quickly. ' It does not offer many attractions - 
to strangers, nnless they have very moderate 
views of enjoyment. It is select, and the 
hathing is good, and the conntry tolerable; 
bat when yoa have said that, yon have said 
all in its favonr.' 

' I have always liked the place,' with a 
checked sigh. ' Quiet — that is what I want, 
and rest also. I have been rather a wanderer 
over the face of the earth, and one wants a 
little breathing time occasionally, to recroit 
one's exhausted energies. I like Ivy Cottage, 
and I like Mrs. Williams — both suit me for 
the present. Are you a visitor to Hadleigh — 
a mere bird of passage hke myself, Miss 
Challoner ?' 

' Oh dear no ; we have come here to live.' 

' And — and you are intimate with Mrs. 
Cheyne ?' coming a little closer to her side 
in the darkness. 

'Nothing of the kind,' retorted Philhs; 
' we are mere acquaintances. I do not feel 
to know her at all ; she is not a person with 
whom one could get intimate all at once ; she 

is a little difficult; besides, in our position ' 

And here she pulled herself up Buddeuly. 
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'Pardon me,' returned Mr. Dancy, in an 
interested voice, * perhaps I liave no right to 
inquire, but yoor words are a little mysterious. 
Why should yon not be intimate with Mrs. 
Cheyne ?' 

PhilliB grew hot in the darkness. What 
right had he, a perfect stranger, to qnestion 
her 80 closely ? And yet if he were interested 
in his old friends, perhaps he meant to call at 
the White House, and then he would hear all 
about them ; and after all, perfect franlmess 
always answered best in the long run. Pbillis 
hesitated so long over her rejoinder, that 
Mr. Dancy said, rather apologetically : 

' I see, I have been incautious ; but yon 
must not attribute my question to impertinent 
curiosity. I am anxious to learn all I can 
about a very old friend, of whom I have long 
lost sight, and I hoped that yon might have 
been able to satisfy me.' 

' Miss Middleton would tell yon far more 
than I.' 

' What, Elizabeth Middleton ? Oh no, she 
is for too much of a saint for me.* 

' You know her, too 1' exclaimed Phillis in 
surprise. ' No, I do not think yon are curious, 
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Mr. Dancy ; it was only a little awkward for 
me to tell you about our acquaintance with 
Mrs. Cheyne. My sister and I rendered her 
a trifling service, and she took a fancy to as, 
and wished to be friends ; but in our present 
position any close intimacy would be impos- 
sible, as we are only dressmakers/ 

' Dressmakers !' it was impossible to describe 
the genuine astonishment, almost dismay, in 
Mr. Dancy's voice. ' Dressmakers — pardon 
me, Miss Challoner, but when one has seen 
and spoken to a lady like yourself, it is almost 
incredible.' 

This put Phillip on her mettle at once, and 
in a moment she laid by all her reserve. 

' You have been a traveller, M>. Dancy, 
you must have seen strange things by this 
time ; it surely cannot be such a matter of 
surprise that when gentlepeople are poor 
they must work for their bread ; when one has 
ten clever fingers, it is better to use them 
than to starve. I am not ashamed of my 
position — my sisters and I are vfiry inde- 
pendent, but as we do not like to cause other 
people embarrassment, we prefer to lead 
hermit lives.' 
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Phillis's silvery tones were rather fierce, 
but it was well that she did not see her com- 
panion's expression of suppressed amnsement ; 
there was a Uttle smothered laugh too that 
was turned into a cough. 

'Are your sisters young like yourself?' he 
asked, rather abruptly. 

' Oh yes, we are all much of an age !' 

' And you have parents ?' 

'Only one parent,' she corrected, *a 
mother. Ah, here we are at the Friary ! 
Many thanks for your escort, Mr. Dancy.' 

* Many thanks for allowing me to escort 
yon,' he returned pointedly ; ' after what you 
have told me, I esteem it an honour, Miss 
Challoner. No, you have no need to be 
ashamed of your position ; I wish more 
English ladies would follow such a noble 
example — good-night ! I trust we shall meet 
again;' and lifting his felt hat he withdrew, 
just as Nan appeared on the threshold, hold- 
ing a lamp in her hand. 

' Yon naughty girl, what has kept you so 
late V she asked, as Fhillis came slowly and 
meditatively up the flagged path. 

* Hush, Nannie ! Have they all gone to 
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bed ? Let me come into your room and talk 
to yon. Oh, I have had snch an evening I' 
And therenpon she poured into her sister's 
astonished ears the recital of her adventure — 
the storm — the figure in the shrubbery — ^the 
scene in the west corridor — the porch at Ivy 
Cottage, and the arrival of Mrs. Williams's 
mysterions lodger. 

' Oh, PhiUis, I shall never trnst you out of 
my sight again ! How can you be so reckless 
— so incautious ? Mother wonld be dreadfully 
shocked if she knew it.' 

' Mother must not know a single word — 
promise, Nan. You know how nervous she 
is. I will tell her, if you like, that I took 
refuge from the rain in Mrs. Williams's porch, 
and that her lodger walked home with me; 
but I think it would be better to suppress the 
scene at the White House.' 

Nan thought over this a moment, and then 



' It would make mother feel uneasy and 
timid in Mrs. Cheyne's presence,' she ob- 
served. ' She never likes these sort of 
hysterical attacks. We could not make her 
understand. Poor thing I I hope she * is 
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by this time. Shall you go to- 
morrow, Phil, and ask after her ?' 

Phillis made a wry face at this, and owned 
she had had enough adventurCB to last her for 
a long time. But she admitted, toOi that she 
would be anxious to know how Mrs. Oheyne 
would be. 

' Yes, I suppose I must go, and juat ask 
after her,' she said, as she rose rather wearily 
and lighted her candle. * There is not the 
least chance of my seeing her. Good-night, 
Nannie I Don't let all this keep you awake ; 
but I do not expect to sleep a wink my- 
self.' 

Which dismal prophecy was not fulfilled, 
as Fhillis dropped into a heavy slumber the 
moment her head touched the pillow. 

But her dreams were hardly pleasant. She 
thought she was walking down the ' Ghost's 
Walk,' between the yews and cypresses, with 
Mr. Bancy ; and that in the darkest part he 
threw off his cloak and felt hat, and showed 
the grinning skull of a skeleton, while a 
bony arm tried to seize her. She woke 
moaning with fright, to find Dalce's long hair 
streaming OTer her face, and the birds singing 
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in the sweet breezy dawn ; after which she 
fell into a dreamless, refreshing sleep. 

Phillis had to sabmit to rather a severe 
reproof from her mother, in retnm for her 
frankness. Mrs. Challoner's prndery was up 
in arms the moment she heard of Mrs. 
Williams's lodger. 

' Mrs. Williams ought to have come with 
yon herself; but a strange man at that time 
of night — what would Mr. Dmmmond have 
said to yon ?' 

' Whatever Mr. Drommond liked to say !' 
retomed Fhillis pettishly, for this was stroking 
her already ruffled feelings decidedly the wrong 
way. 

Phillis always turned captions whenever 
Mr. Drummond was mentioned ; but she 
subsided into meekness again when her 
mother fell to crying and bemoaning her hard 
fate, and her darlings' unprotected position. 

' Oh, what would your dear father have 
said ?' she cried, in such utter misery of- tone 
that Phillis began kissing her, and promising 
that she would never, never be out so late 
again; and that on no account would she 
walk up the Braidwood Bead in the evening 
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ivith a strange man, who wore an outlandish 
cloak and a felt hat that only wanted a feather 
to remind her of Gny Fawkes, only Guy 
Fawkes did not wear blue spectacles. 

When PhiUis had at last soothed her 
mother — always a lengthy process ; for Mrs. 
Cballoner, like other sensitive and feeble 
natures, could only be quieted by much talk 
— she fell to her work in vigorous silence ; 
but, by a stroke of ill-luck, Mr. Dmmmond 
chose to make another pastoral visitation ; 
and, to her secret chagrin, her mother at once 
repeated the whole story. 

' Mrs. Williams's lodger saw Miss Phillis 
home I Why, I did not know Mrs. Williams 
had" a lodger !' relumed Mr. Drummond, in a 
perplexed voice. 

This made mattera worse. 

' I suppose Mrs. Williams is not bound to 
let the Vicarage know directly she lets her 
rooms ?' observed Phillis, rather impatiently ; 
for she was vexed with her mother for repeat- 
ing all this. 

' No, of course not ; bat I was at Ivy 
Cottage myself yesterday, and Mrs. Williams 
knows I always call on her lodgers, and she 
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never mentionecl the fellow's existence to 
me.' 

' Fellow, indeed !* obseired Phillis, sotto 
voce ; for she had a Tivid remembrance of the 
stranger's commanding presence and pleasant 
voice. 

' When did he come ?' inqoired the yoong 
Vicar cnriously. ' He mnet keep himself 
pretty close by daylight ; for I have passed 
and repassed Ivy Cottage at htaai half a 
dozen times a day, and have never caught a 
glimpse of any one,' to which Phillis rephed 
reluctantly that he had not been there many 
days — that he wanted rest and quiet, and was 
most likely an invalid. 

' And his name is Bancy — you say ?' 

Phillis bowed. She was far too much 
taken np in her work to volunteer unneces- 
sary words ; and all this maternal fnss and 
fidget was odious to her. 

' Then I will go and call upon him this 
very afternoon,' returned Archie, with cheer- 
ful alacrity. He had no idea that his 
curiosity on the subject was disagreeable to 
the girl ; so he and Mrs. Challoner discussed 
the matter fully, and at some length. ' I 
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don't like the description of your mysterious 
Btranger, Miss Challoner,' he said, laaghing, 
as he stood up to take his leave. ' When 
novelists want to paint a villain, they 
generally bring in a long cloak and beard, 
and sometimes a disguising pair of bine 
spectacles. Well, I will catch him by day- 
light, and see what I can make of him.' 

' Yon may disgmse a face, bat yon cannot 
disguise a voice,' returned Fhillis bluntly. 
* I do not want to see Hr. Dancy to know he 
is a gentleman and a true man ;' and this 
speech, that piqued Archie, though he did not 
know why, made him all the more bent on 
calling on Mrs. Williams's lodger. 

Bat Mr. Drummond's curiosity was destined 
to be baffled. Mrs. Williams turned very red 
when she heard the Yicar's inquiries. 

' You never told me you had let your rooms,' 
he said reproachfully ; ' and yet you know I 
always make a practice of calling on youi 
lodgers.' 

' 'Deed I and it is very kind and thought' 
fal of yon, too,' returned the good woman, 
dropping an old-fashioned curtsey ; ' and me 
that prizes my clergyman's visits, and think 
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no end of them ! But Mr. Dancy — he says 
to me, "Now, my good Mrs. Williams, I 
have come here for quiet — for absolute quiet ; 
and I do not want to see or hear of any one. 
Tell no tales about me, and leave me in 
peace ; and then we shall get on together." 
And it was more than I ventured to give you 
the hint — hearing him speak so positive; for 
he is a bit m^erfnl, and no mistake.' 

' Well, never mind, a clergyman never in- 
trudes, and I will thank yon to take Mr. 
Dancy my card,' returned Archie impatiently ; 
but his look of assurance soon faded, when 
Mrs. Williams returned with her lodger's 
compliments, and he was very much obliged to 
Mr. Drummond for his civility, but he did not 
wish to receive visitors. 

Phillis was a little contrary all the re- 
mainder of the day ; she was not exactly cross 
• — all the Challoners were sweet-tempered — but 
nothing quite suited her. Mrs. Challoner 
had proposed going that evening into the 
town with her youngest daughter to execute 
some commissions. 

Just before they started, Phillis observed 
rather shortly that she should call at the 
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White House to make inqniriea after Mrs. 
Cheyne, and that she would come back to the 
Friary to fetch Nan for a conntry walk. ' I 
I do Dot appear in half an honr, yon mnat 
come in search of me,' finished Fhillis, with a 
naughty curl of her lip, to which Nan with 
admirable tact returned no answer, but all the 
same she fully intended to carry out the in- 
jonction ; for Nan had imbibed her mother's 
simple old-fashioned notions, and a lurking 
dislike of Mrs. Williams's lodger had already 
entered her mind. 

As Fhillis did not enjoy her errand, she 
put on the best face she could, and hurried 
down the Braidwood Bead as thoagh her 
feet were winged like a female Mercury ; and 
Mj. Dancy, who happened to be looking over 
the wire blind in the little parlour, much 
admired the girl's free swift gait as she sped 
down the avenue. Evans, the young footman, 
admitted her, and conducted her at once to 
the drawing-room; and great was Fhillis's 
surprise and discomposure when she saw 
Mrs. Cheyne sitting alone reading bygone of 
the windows, with her greyhounds grouped 
round her. 

VOL. n. 36 
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She started slightly at the annoniicemeDt 
of Phillis's name, and as she came forward to 
greet her, a dark flash crossed her face for a 
moment; and then her features settled into 
tiieir nsnal impassive calm, only there was 
marked coldness in her voice. 

' Oood-evening, Miss Ohalloner ; yon have 
chosen a fine evening for your visit. Let me 
beg of yon never again to ventord to the 
White House in snch a storm.' 

Fhillis stammered out something ahoat 
hoping that she was better, bnt she inter- 
mpted her almost abruptly : 

' Much better, thank yon. I am a&aid 
you found me decidedly strange yesterday. I 
had what people call a nervous attack — elec- 
tricity in the air ; a brooding storm brings it 
on. It is a pity one should he so chUdish as 
to dread thunder; hut we are oddly con- 
stituted, some of ns.' She shrugged her 
shoulders, as though to dismiss the subject, 
and stroked the head of the greyhound that 
lay at her feet. 

Poor Phillis found her position decidedly 
embarrassing. To be sure, Miss Mewlstone 
had warned her of the reception that she 
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might expect ; but all the same she found it 
very nupleasant. She mast not abridge her 
visit 80 mnch as to excite saspicion ; and yet 
it seemed impossible to cany on a comfortable 
conversation with Mrs. Cheyne in this freezing 
mood, and as Fhillis coold think of nothing 
to say, she asked after Miss Mewlstone. 

* Oh, she was very well,' Mrs. Cheyne 
answered indifferently. ' Nothing ever ailed 
Barby ; she was one of those easy-going 
people who took life as she fotmd it,' without 
fuss and grumbling. 

' I think she is very nice and sympathetic,' 
hazarded PhiUis. 

' Oh yes ; Miss Mewlstone has a feeling 
heart,' retnmed Mrs. Cheyne ; bnt she said it 
in a sarcastic voice. ' We have all our 
special endowments. Miss Mewlstone is 
made by natore to be a moral feather-bed, to 
break other people's awkward tumbles. She 
hinders broken bones, and interposes a soft 
sorface of sympathy between unlucky folks. 
There is not much in common between us, but, 
all the same, old Barby is a sort of necessity 
to me. We are a droll household at the White 
House, Miss Challoner, are we not ? Barby 
36—2 
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and the greyhoanda and II — oh, quite a 
happy family I' and she gave a short langh, 
very mnch the reverse of merriment. 

Phillis began to feel it was time to go, 

* Well, how does the dressmaking pro- 
gress ?' asked her hostess suddenly. * Miss 
Middleton tells me the Challoner fit is qnite 
the rage in Hadleigh.' 

' We have more orders than we can exe- 
cute,' returned Phillis cnrtly. 

' Homph I that sonnds promising. I hope 
yonr mother is carefol of yon, and forbids any 
expenditxu^ of midnight oil, or yon will be 
reduced to a thread-paper. As I have told 
you, you are not the same girl that you were 
when you came to the relief of my injured 
ankle.' 

' I feel tolerably substantial, thank yon,' 
returned FhiUis ungracionsly, for, in common 
with other girls, she hated to be pitied for 
her looks, and she had a notion Mrs. Chejoie 
' only said this to plague her. ' Nan is our 
head and task-mistress. We lead regular 
lives — have stated hours for work, take 
plenty of exercise, and, on the whole, aie 
doing as well as possible.' 
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' There speaks the Challoner spirit.' 

' Oh yes ; that never fails ns. But now 
Nan will be waiting for me, and I only caUed 
just to inqnire after yon.' 

' And yon did not expect to see me. Well, 
come again when I am in a better bnmonr 
for conversation. If yon stay longer now I 
might not be sparing of my sarcasms. By- 
the-bye, what has become of oar yoimg 
vicar? Tell him he has not converted me 
yet, and I qoite miss his pastoral visits. Do 
yon know,' looking so keenly at Phillis that 
she blnshed with annoyanoe, ' a little bird 
tells me that our pastor has undertaken the 
supervision of the Friary. ■ Which is it, my 
dear, that he is trying to convert ?' 

The tone and manner were intolerable to 
Phillis. 

* I don't understand yon, Mrs. Gheyne,' she 
returned, with superb youthful hanghtiness. 
' Mr. Drummond is a kind neighbour, and so 
is Miss Mattie. You may keep these insinua- 
tions for him, if you will.' Then she would 
have escaped without another glance at her 
tormentor, but Mrs. Gheyne detained her. 

' There, never mind. I will take back my 
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uanghty speech. It was rnde and impertinent 
of me, I know that. Bnt I like you all the 
better for your spirit ; and, my dear, take 
care of yourself and your pretty sistere, for 
he iB not worthy of one of you.' 

' Oh, Mrs. Cheyne ! for shame I' and 
Phillis's gray eyes sparkled with lively 
indignation. 

' He is a very ordinary good young man ; 
and you and your sisters are real metal, and 
worth your weight in gold. There, go sway, 
child ; and come and see me again, for it 
does me good to torment yon I' and the 
singular woman drew the girl into her arms 
suddenly and kissed her forehead, and then 
pushed her away. ' To-morrow or the next 
day, but not to-night,' she said hurriedly. 
' I should make you cross fifty times if yon 
stayed longer to-night.' And Phillis was too 
thankfol to be released to linger any longer ; 
but her cheeks were burning as she walked 
down the avenue. 

' Why do people always put these things 
into girls' heads ?' she said to herself. ' A 
young man cannot come into the house — 
cannot say pleasant words, or do kind neigh- 
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hourly actions, bat one must at once attribute 
these Bort of motives. I have not been &ee 
from blame myself, in this matter, for I have 
feared more than oQce that Nan's sweet face 
attracted him — poor Mr. Drummond ! I hope 
not, for he would not have a chance against 
Dick. I wonder if I onght to say a word-^if 
it would be premature or mmecessary ? Bat I 
should hate him to be unhappy ' — ^here Phillia 
sighed, and then threw up her head proudly ; 
' I might say just a word — mentioning Dick — 
for he does not know of his existence. I 
wonder if he would take the hint. I could 
do it very cleverly, I know. I hate to see 
people burning their fingers for nothing — I 
always want to go to their rescue. He is 
tiresome, but he is very nice. And, heigh-ho! 
what a crooked world we live in! — nothing 
goes quite straight in it.' And Phillis sighed 
again. 

' Miss Challoner !' The voice sounded so 
near her that Fhillis gave a great start. She 
had nearly reached the gate, and there was Mr. 
Dancy walking beside her, just as though he 
had emerged from the ground; and yet. Phillis 
had not heard a soand. 'Have I startled 
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you ?' he continued gravely. ' You were in 
Buch a brown study that I had to call you by 
your name to rouse you. There is nothing 
wrong at the White Houae, I hope ?' 

•Oh not Mrs. Cheyne is better — her 
nervous attack has quite passed off.' 

t Magdalene suffering from a nervous 
attack ?' and then Mr. Dancy stopped, and 
bit his lip. * Excuse me, I knew her before 
she was married, when she was M^alene 
Davenport — before she and poor Herbert 
Cheyne unfortunately came together. I 
doubt whether things have not happened for 
the best — there-!— I mean,' as Fhillis looked 
at him in some perplexity, ' that there is 
httle fear of her being an inconsolable widow.' 

' How can you say such a thing !' returned 
Fhillis indignantly. * That is the way with 
you men — you judge so harshly of women. 
Mrs. Cheyne is singular in her ways. She 
wears no mourning, and yet a more unhappy 
creature never existed on this earth. Kot 
inconsolable !: — and yet no one dares to speak 
a word of comfort to her, so great is her 
misery.' 
. ' Excuse me one moment-r-I have been ill, 
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and am still sabject to fits of giddiness. A 
mere vertigo— nothing more.' But he said 
the words gasping for breath, and looked so 
deadly pale that Fhillis felt quite frightened 
as she stood beside him. 

They had been walking a few steps down 
the Braidwood Boad, and PhiUis had looked 
ont aoxionsly for Nan, who had not yet ap- 
peared in sight. Bnt now Mr. Dancy had 
come to an abrapt paase, and was leaning for 
support against the low wall that shut in the 
grounds of the White House. Fhillis looked 
at him a little cmdously, in spite of her 
Bympathy. He still wore his loose cloak, 
though the evening was warm ; but he had 
loosened it, and taken off his felt hat for 
air. 

In figure he was a tall, powerful-looking 
man, onlythin and almost emaciated, as though 
from recent illness. His features were hand- 
some, but singularly bronzed and weather- 
beaten, as though from constant exposure to 
sun and wind ; and even the blue spectacles 
could not hide a pair of keen blue eyes. By 
daylight "Pbillin could see his brown heard 
and moustaches were tinged with gray, and 
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the hair on the temples was almost white ; 
and yet he seemed still in the piime of life. 
It was a far handsomer foce than Archie 
Dmmmond's ; but the deep lines and gray 
hair spoke of tronble more than age, and one 
thing especiaUy impressed Phillis — the face 
was as refined as the voice. 

If Mr. Dancy were aware of her close 
scratiuy he took no notice of it. He leant his 
arm against the wall, and rested his head 
against it ; and the thin brown hand was 
plainly visible, with a deep red scar just 
above the wrist. 

As Phillis regarded it with sadden horror, 
wondering what had inflicted it, he suddenly 
roused himself with an apology : 

' There ! it has passed — it never lasts long.' 
Shall we walk on ? I am so ashamed of 
detaining yon in this way ; bnt when a man 
has had a sunstroke ' 

' Oh, that is sad I' retnroed Phillis, in a 
sympathizing voice. ' Is that why you keep 
indoors so much in the daylight ? at least ' — 
correcting herself in haste, for she had spoken 
without thought — ' one never sees you about,' 
which was a foolish speech, and showed she 
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took notice of his moTements ; bat she could 
not betray Mr. Drummond. 

' Some one else only comes out in the 
evening,' he rejoined, rather pointedly. 'Who 
told you I kept indoors in the daylight ? 
Oh, I know r the frown passing from 
his face, for he had spoken qnickly, and 
in annoyed fashion. ' This sounds like a 
parson's prating ; I know the langa^e of old. 
By-the-bye, did you set the clergy on my 
track ?' turning the blue spectacles full on tiie 
embarrasBed PhiUis. 

' I — no, indeed !' and then she went on 
frankly : ' Mr. Drummond was at our house, 
and he told us that he always called on Mrs. 
Williams's lodgers.' 

' True, Miss Challoner ; but how did his 
reverence know Mrs. Williams had a lodger?' 

This was awkward, but Phillis steered her 
way through the difficulty with her usual 
dexterity. 

* I mentioned to my mother that you were 
kind enough to see me home, aud she re- 
peated the fact to Mr. Drummond.* 

' Thank you, Miss Challoner ; now I under- 
stand. I wonder if your mother would be 
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very shocked if a stranger iatraded npon 
her ? but yon and I mnst have some more 
conversation together, and I do not see how 
it iB to be managed in accordance with what 
yon ladies call les convenances.' 

' My mother ' began Phillis demurely ; 

and then she paused, and looked np at him in 
astomshment. * What, Mr. Dancy t yon pur- 
pose to call on my mother, and yet you 
refosed Mr. Drummond's visit ?' for the news 
of Archie's defeat bad already reached the 
Friary through Miss Mattie. 

Mr. Dancy seemed rather nonplussed at this, 
and then he laughed. 

' Ah, you are shrewd, Miss Ohtdloner; there 
is no deceiving you t I have seen Mr. Dmm- 
mond pass and repass often enough ; and — 
pardon me, if he be a Mend — ^I thought 
ftvm t^e cut of his coat that he was a prig, 
and I have a horror of clerical prigs.' 

' He is not priggish in the least,' was 
Fhillis's annoyed rejoinder. 

' No ? Well, appearances are sometimes 
deceptive ; perhaps I was too hasty in my 
dread of being bored. But here comes your 
sister, I think — at least, I have seen you 
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together ; so I am leaving yon in good 
hands;' and, before Fhillis conld reply, he 
had lifted his hat and tomed away, jnst as 
Nan, whose vigilant eyes were npon him, was 
hnnying to join her sister. 

' Oh, PhiUis, was that Mr. Daney ?' she 
asked, in a reproachfal voice, as she hurried 
np to her. 

* Yes, Nannie ; it was Mr. Dancy,' returned 
Fhillifl composedly ; ' and I wish I could 
have introduced him to yon, for I believe he 
is coming to call on mother.' And, when she 
had related this astounding piece of intelli- 
gence, she looked in Nan's face and laughed ; 
and, in high good-humour, proceeded to relate 
their conversation. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

' HOW WE UNDEBSTAND EACH OTHER.' 

nNE fine mommg in September, Mr. 
Drnmmond was standing at the 
back of Milner's Library taming 
over the last new assortment of books from 
Mudie, when two gentlemen entered the shop. 
Strangers were always interesting to Archie, 
and he criticized them nnder a twofold aspect 
— pastoral and socitJ. In this way curiosity 
becomes a virtae, and a mtui with a mission 
is not without his interests in life. Hadleigh 
was Mr. Drummond's sheep-walk, where he 
shepherded his lambs, and looked after his 
black sheep, and tried to wash them white ; 
or, in de&nlt of that, at least to make out 
that their fleece was not so sable after all : 
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BO he now considered it his duty to leave off 
turning over the pages of a seductive-looking 
novel, and to inspect the strangers. 

They were both dressed in tweed travelling 
costumes, and looked simbnmt, as though they 
had just returned from a walking-tour. The 
elder was a short wiry man, with a shrewd 
&ce and quizzical eyes ; and he asked in a 
sharp clipping voice, that was not free from 
accent, for the last number of the local paper, 
containing lists of inhabitants, visitors, etc. 

Meanwhile, the younger man walked about 
the shop whistling softly to himself, as though 
he had a fund of cheerfulness on hand which 
must find vent somewhere. When he came 
opposite Archie, he took a brief survey of 
him in a careless good-humoured fashion ; and 
then turned on his heel, bestowing a very 
cursory glance on Miss Masham, who stood 
shaking her black ringlets after the fashion of 
shopwomen, and waiting to know the gentle- 
man's pleasure. 

No one would have called this young man 
very good-looking, unless such an one had a 
secret predilection for decidedly reddish hair 
and a sandy moustache ; but there was an air 
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of bonhomie, of frank kindness, of boyish fan 
and pleasantry, that attracted even strangers, 
and Archie looked after him with considerable 
interest. 

* Oxford cat, father and son — father looks 
rather a queer customer,' thought Archie to 
himself. 

'Dick, come heret — ^wby, where is tiiat 
fellow ?' suddenly exclaimed the elder man, 
beginning to put on bis eye-glasses very 
nervously. 

' Coming, father. All right — what is it ?' 
returned the imperturbable Dick. He was 
BtiU whistling ' Twickenham Ferry ' under his 
breath, as he came to the counter, and leant 
with both elbows upon it. 

* Good gracious, boy, what does this mean ?' 
went on the other, in an irritable perturbed 
voice ; and he read a short advertisement, 
written in a neat ladylike hand: '"Drera- 
making undertaken. Terms moderate, and all 
orders promptly executed. Apply to — the 
Misses Cballoner, the Friary, Braidwood 
Boad. Ladies waited upon at their own 
residences." What the ' — he was abont to 
add a stronger term, but, in deference to Miss 
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Milner snbstitated — ' Dickens does this mean, 
Dick ?' 

The young man's reply was to snatch the 
paper ont of his father's hand, and study it 
intently, with his elbows still on the connteri 
and the last bar of ' Twickenham Feny ' died 
away uncompleted on his lips ; and if anyone 
conld have seen his face, they wonld htiye 
remarked a carious redness spreading to his 
forehead. 

' Nan's handwriting, by JoTe 1' he muttered, 
but stm inaudibly ; and then be stared at the 
paper, and his face grew redder. 

'Well, Dick, can't you answer? What 
does this piece of tomfoolery mean — "Dress- 
making undertaken — ladies waited upon at 
their own residences"? Can there be two 
families of ChaUoner, and two Friaries ? and 
why don't you speak and say something ?' 

'BecauBe I know as little as yourself, 
father,' returned the young man, without 
liiting his head ; and he surreptitionsly con- 
veyed the paper to bis pocket. 'Perhaps 
this lady,' indicating Miss Milner, * could 
inform us ?' 

' I beg your pardon,' observed a gentle- 

voL. II. 37 
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manly voice near them ; and looking np, Dick 
foond himself confronted by the yonng clergy- 
man. * I overheard your inqnirieB, and as I 
am acquainted with the ladies in question, I 
may be able to satisfy yon.' 

' I should be extremely obliged to yon if 
yon wonld do bo, sir,' returned the elder man, 
with alacrity; but Dick turned away rather 
ungraciously, and his cheerfiil face grew sullen. 

' Confound him I what does he mean by his 
interference ? Knows them, indeed ! such a 
handsome beggar, too — a prig, one can see 
that from the cut of his clothes and beard !' 
and again he planted his elbows on the 
-counter, and began pulling his rough little 
stubbly moustadie. 

' If you are referring to a mother and three 
daughters who live in the Friary, and eke out 
a scanty income by taking in dressmaking, I 
am happy to say I know them well,' went on 
Archie. * My sister and I visit at the cottage, 
and they attend my church; and, as Miss 
Milner can tell you, they work hard enough 
all the six days of the week.' 

' Indeed, Mr. Drummond, there are few 
that work harder !' broke in Miss Milner 
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volubly. ' Such pretty creatures, too, to 
earn their own living ; and yet they have a 
bright word and a smile for everybody I Ever 
Bince Miss FhilUs ' (here Dick groaned) 
' made that blue drees for Mrs. Trimmings — 
she is the butcher's wife, and a dressy woman, 
though not flashy, like Mrs. Squails — they 
have been quite the rage in Eadleigh. All 
the townspeople, and the resident gentry, and 
even the visitors, want their gowns made by 
the Mies Ghalloners. Their fit is perfect; 

and they have such taete. And ' but 

here the luckless Dick could bear no more. 

' If you will excuse me, sir,' he said, ad- 
dressing his bewildered father, 'I have left 
something particular at the hotel; I must' 
just run and fetch it.' 

Dick did not specify whether it was his 
handkerchief, or his cigar-case, or his purse, 
of which he stood so urgently in need j but 
before Mr. Mayne could remonstrate, he had 
gone out of the shop. He went as far as the 
door of the hotel, and there he seized on a 
passing waiter, and questioned him in a 
breathless manner. Having obtained his in- 
formation, he set off at a walk that was 
37—2 
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almost a nm through the town, and down the 
Braidwood Boad. The few foot-pi^sengers 
that he met shrank oat of the way of this 
yoong man ; for he walked, looking neither 
to the right nor to the left, as thottgh he saw 
nothing before him. And his eyes were 
gloomy, and he did not whistle ; and the only 
words he said to himself were, ' Oh, Nan, 
never to have told me of this 1' over and over 
again. 

The gate of the Friary stood open ; for a 
small hoy had been washing the flags, and 
had left his pail, and had gone off to play 
marbles in the road with a yonnger brother. 
Dick, who understood the bearings of the case 
at once, shook his fist at the tmant behind 
his back, and then turned in at the gate. 

He peeped in at the hall-door first; but 
Dorothy was peeling potatoes in the kitchen, 
and would see him as he passed, so he skirted 
the little path nnder the yews. And if Dolce 
had been at her sewing-machine as nsoal, she 
would have seen him at once ; but this morn- 
ing the machine was silent. 

A few steps fkrther he cfune to a fall-stop> 
and his eyes began to glisten, and he pricked 
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np his ears after the maimer of lovers ; for, 
through an open window just hefaind him, he 
could hear Nan's voice, sweet and musical, 
reading aloud to her sisters. 

' Oh, the darling I' he murmured, and com- 
posed himself for a few momentB' ecstasy, 
for no doubt she was reading Teuny&on, or 
Barrett -Browning, or one of the poetry-books 
he had given her ; but he was a httle disap- 
pomted when he found it was prose. 

* " With regard to washing-dresses," ' read 
Kan, in her clear tones, ' " cottons, as a 
general thing, have another material made up 
with them ; the under-e&irt may he of foulard 
or satin " ' 

* Oh, I dare say 1 what nonsensical extrava- 
gance 1' observed Phillis. 

* " Or the bodice of surak, satin, cashmere, 
or llama, and the skirt of cotton . . . the 
skirts are nearly always made with single 
box-pleats, with a flat sur&ce in the centre, 
and a flat band of trimming is often stitched 
on at about flve inches from the edge of the 
flounce." I shoiold Bay that would be sweetly 
pretty, dear ; we might try it for Mrs. Penlip's 
dress. And just lifiten to a little more.' 
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' I shall do nothing of the kind,' blurted 
cat Dick. ' Oh, Nan, Nan ! how could you 
be such a traitor — washing-dresses indeed, 
and me left in ignorance !' and there was 
Dick, his face glowing and indignant, stand- 
ing in the window, with Laddie barking 
foriously at him, and his ont-stretched hand 
nearly touching Nan. 

Phillis and Dnlce screamed with surprise, 
being young and easily excited; but Nan 
only said, ' Oh, Dick !' very faintly ; and her 
sweet face grew red and pale by turns, and 
her fingers fluttered a little in his grasp, but 
only for joy and the sheer delight of seeing 
him. 

As for Dick, his eyes shone, but his manner 
was masterfnl. 

'Look here!' he said, drawing Nan's ad- 
vertisement from his pocket ; ' we had come 
down here to surprise you girls, and to have 
a little fun and tennis ; and I meant to have 
treated you to the public ground at the hotel, 
as I knew you had only a scrubby Uttle bit 
of lawn — and this is what has met my eyes 
this morning I You have deceived mother 
and me — you have let us enjoy our holiday, 
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which I didn't a bit, for I had a sort of nasty 
presentiment and a heap of nncomfortable 
thoughts ; and all the while you were slaving 
away at this hideous dressmaking — I w?sh I 
could bum the whole rag, tag, and bobtail — 
and never let us know you wanted anything. 
And you call that being friends I' 

' Yes, and the best of friends too,' responded 
Phillis cheerfoUy, for Nan was too much 
crushed by all this eloquence to answer. 
' Come along, Dulce I don't listen any more 
to this nonseuBe, when you know mother is 
wanting ua. Dick is all very well when he 
is in a good humour, but time and dress- 
making wait for no man;' and the young 
hypocrite dragged the unwilling Dulce away. 
' Can't you leave them alone to come to an 
understanding ?' whispered Phillis in her ear, 
when they got outside the door. ' I can see 
it in his eyes ; and Nan is on the verge of 
crying, she is so upset with the surprise. 
And you goose, where are you going now ?' 

* To mother. Did you not say she wanted 
us?' 

' Oh, you silly child 1' returned Phillis 
calmly ; * does not mother always want us ? 
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One must say what comes nppennost in one's 
mind in these sort of emergencies. But for 
. me, yon would have stood there for an honr 
starisg at them. Mother is ont, as it happens ; 
if yon like we will go and meet her. Oh no, 
I forgot — ^Dick is a young man, and it would 
not he proper. Let us go into the kitchen 
and help Dorothy;' and away they went. 

' Phillis is a tramp I' thought Dick, as he 
shut the door. ' I love that girl ;' and then 
he marched np to Nan, and took her hands 
boldly. 

' Now, Nan, yon owe me amends for this ; 
at least, yon will say yon are sorry.' 

' No, Dick,' hanging her head, for she 
conld not face his look. He was so masterful 
and determined with her, and so unlike the 
easy Dick of old. ' I am not a bit sorry 
— I would not have spoiled your holiday for 
worlds.' 

* My holiday — a precious holiday it was 
without you ! A lot of stupid cHmbing, with 
grinning idiots for company. Well, never 
mind that ' — his wrathfo] tone changing in a 
moment. * So you kept me in the dark just 
for my own good ?' 



,Go 



)gle 



'Now we underatand each other.' 265 

' Yes, of course, Dick. "What an rameces- 
saty qnestion 1 

' And yon wanted me, Kan ?' 

' Yes,' very faintly, and there was a little 
teardrop on one of Nan's lashes. 

She had been so miserable — how miserable 
he wonld never know ; bnt he need not have 
asked her that. 

' Oh, very well ; then I won't bother you 
with any more qaestiona. Now we under- 
stand each other, and can jast go to busi- 
ness.' 

Nan looked op in his face in alarm. She 
anticipated another lecture, bnt nothing of 
the sort came. Dick cleared his throat, got 
a little red, and went on : 

' I say settle onr bnsiness, because we 
have been as good as engaged all these years. 
You know you belong to me. Nan ?' 

'Yes, Dick,' she returned obediently; for 
she was too much taken by surprise to know 
what she ought to say, and the two words 
escaped from her almost unconsciously. 

' There never was a time we were not 
fond of each other — ever since you were so 
high,' pointing to what would represent the 



)gle 



Not like other Girls. 



height of an extremely dwarfish in&nt of 
seven or eight months. 

* Oh, not 60 long ago as that,' retomed 
Nan, laughing a little. 

' Qoite as long,' repeated Dick solemnly. 
' I declare I have been so fond of yon all my 
life, Kan, that I have been the happiest 
fellow in the world. Now look here — jast 
say after me, " Dick, I promise on my word 
and honour to marry you." ' 

Nan repeated the words, and then she 
paused in afi&ight. 

' Bat your father !' she gasped — ' and the 
dressmaking 1 Oh, Dick 1 what have yon 
made me say ? You have startled me into 
forgetting everything. Oh dear 1 oh dear ! 
what shall I do ?' continued Nan, in the most 
innocent way. ' We shall be engaged all 
our lives, for he will never allow you to 
marry me. Dick, dear Dick, please let me 
off I I never meant to give in like this.' 

* Never mind what yon meant to do,' 
returned Dick, with the utmost gravity ; ' the 
thing is, you have done it. On your word 
and honour, Nan, remember. Now we are 
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' Oh, but, Dick, please don't take sach 
advantage of me, juat becanee I said — or, at 
least, you eaid — I was fond of you. What 
will motber say ? She will be so dreadfully 
shocked ; and it is so cruel to your father. I 
will be engaged to you in a way. I will 
promise — I will vow, if you will — never to 
marry anyone else.' 

' I should think not,' interrupted Dick 
fiercely. ' I would murder the feUow, who- 
ever he was I' and, in spite of himself, his 
thought reverted to the fair beard and hand- 
some face of the young clergyman. 

Kan saw from his obstinate face that her 
eloquence was all wasted ; but she made one 
more attempt, blushing like a rose. 

* I will even promise to marry you, if your 
father gives his consent. You know, Dick, 
I would never go against him.' 

' Nor I. You ought to know me better. 
Nan, than to think I should act shabbily, 
and leave the dear old fellow in the dark.' 

' Then you will set me free,' marvelling a 
Uttle over her lover's good sense and filial 
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what do yon mean, Kan ? Have I not just 
told yoa we are engaged for good and all ? 
Do yon suppose I do not mean to tell my 
father so on the first opportunity ? There 
he comes 1 bless the man, I knew he woold 
follow me I Now yon shall see how I can 
stick np for the girl I love.* Bnt Dick 
thonght it better to release the hand he had 
been holding all this time. 

There are certain moments in life when one 
is in too exalted a mood to feel the nsoal 
sensations that ciicnmstances might warrant. 
At another time Nan would have been shocked 
at the condition of her work-room, being a 
tidy little sool, and thrifty as to pins and 
other odds and ends ; and the thonght of l£r> 
Mayne coming upon them unexpectedly would 
have frightened her ont of her senses. 

The room was certainly not in its usual 
order. There had been mnch bosinesB 
transacted there that morning. The table 
was strewn with breadths of gay hroche silk; 
an unfinished gauzy-looking dress hong over 
a chair ; the door of the wardrobe was open, 
and a row of dark-looking shapes — like 
Bluebeard's decapitated wives — ^were dimly 
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revealed to view. A sort of lay figure, draped 
in calico, was in one comer — as Nan observed 
to FhilliB afterwards, * There was not a tidy 
comer in the whole room.' 

KevertheleBs, the presence of Dick so 
glorified the place that Nan looked round at 
the chaos quite calmly, as she heard Mr. 
Mayne's sharp voice first inqniring for her 
mother, and then for herself. Dorothy, with 
her usual tact, would have shown him into 
the Uttle parlom-; bnt Nan, who wished for 
no disguise, stepped forward and threw open 

the door. 

' I am here, Dorothy. Come in, Mr. 

Mayne. Dick is here too, and I am so 

sorry mother is out.' 

' I might have known that scapegrace 

would have given me the slip 1' muttered Mr. 

Mayne, as he shook hands migracionsly with 

Nan, and then followed her into the work- 
room. 

Dick, who was examiuing the wardrobe, 

turned round and saluted his father with a 

condescending nod. 

* You were too long with the parson — I 

could not wait, yon see. Did yon make all 
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these dresseB, Nan ? Yon are awfully clever, 
yon ^Is 1 They look first-rate — this greeny- 
browny-yellowish one, for example ;' pnlling 
oat a mnch fnrbelowed garment destined for 
Mrs. Sqnails. 

' Oh, Dick, do please leave them alone 1' 
and Nan anthoritatively waved him away, 
and closed the wardrobe. 

' I was only admiring yonr handiwork,' 
returned Dick impertnrbably. ' Does she not 
look a channing little dressmaker, father?' 
regarding Nan with nndisgoised pleasnre, as 
she stood in her pretty bib-apron before 
them. 

Bnt Mr. Mayne only drew his heavy eye- 
brows together, and said : 

' Pshaw, Dick ! don't chatter snch folly. I 
want to have some talk with Miss Nancy 
myself.' 

' All right — I have had my innings,' re- 
turned uanghty Dick ; bnt he shot a look at 
Nan that made her blush to her finger-ends, 
and that was not lost on Mr. Mayne. 

' Well now, Miss Nancy, what does all 
this mean?' he asked harshly. 'Here we 
have mn down jnst in a friendly way — ^Dick 
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and I — leaving the mother rather knocked 
up after her travels at Longmead, to look 
yon np, and see how yon are getting on. 
And now we find you have been deceiving ns 
all along, and keeping ns in the dark; and 
that yon are making yonrselves the talk of 
the place — sewing a parcel of gowns for all 
the townspeople.' 

Mr. Mayne did not add that his son had 
80 hothered him for the last three weeks to 
nm down to Hadleigh, that he had acceded 
at last to his request in the hope of enjoying 
a little peace. 

' Draw it mild 1' muttered Dick, who did 
not much admire this opening tirade; but 
Nan answered, with much dignity : 

' If people talk about ns, it is because of 
the novelty. They have never heard of gentle- 
people doing this sort of work before ' 

' I should think not t' wrathfully from Mr. 
Mayne. 

' Things were so bad with us that we 
should have all had to separate if Phillis had 
not planned this scheme. And then mother 
would have broken her heart; but now we 
are getting on famously. Our work gives 
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satisiiMstion — we have plenty of orders — we 
do not forfeit people's good opinions, for we 
have nothing but respect shown us, and ' 

But here Mr. Mayne intermpted her flow 
of quiet elogaence somewhat mdely. 

' Pack of nonsense t' he exclaimed angrily. 
' I wonder at your mother — I do indeed. I 
thought she had more sense. You have no 
right to outrage your friends in this way — it 
is treating us badly. What will your mother 
say, Dick ? She will be dreadfully shocked. 
I am sorry for you, my boy — I am indeed ; 
but under the circumstances ' 

Bat what he was about to add was checked 
by a very singular proceeding on the part of 
his son ; for Dick suddenly took Kan's hand, 
and drew her forward. 

' Don't be sorry for me, father ; I am the 
happiest fellow alive. Nan and I have come 
to an understanding at last, after all th^e 
years. Allow me to present to you the future 
Mrs. Bichard Mayne.' 
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DICK THINKS OF THE CITY. 



5 HEN Dick had attered this auda- 
cious speech, Mr. Mayne started 
back, and his expression of mingled 
wrath and dismay was so Indicrons, that nnder 
any other circamstances his son would have 
found it difficult to keep his countenance. 

* What ! what 1' he almost shouted, losing 
all sense of politeness, and even of Nan's 
presence — ' you young fool, what do you 
mean by trumping ap this nonsense, and pre- 
suming to talk to me in this way ?' 

Dick thought it prudent to drop Nan's 
hand — (md, indeed, the girl shrank away from 
them both in alarm at this outburst — never- 
theless, his coontenance and bearing main- 
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tained the same admirabla sang froid, as he 
confronted hia angry parent. 

' Now, father, what is the Qse of calling me 
names ? When u fellow is of age, and knows 
his own mind, he does not care a pin for being 
called a fool. " Hard words break no bones," 
as onr copy-Ieavee need to tell ns — no, I have 
not got that quite right ; but that is abont 
my meaning. Look here, father,' he continued 
in a coaxing, boyiBh voice ; ' I have cared for 
Nan ever since she vnas a little creatnre bo 
high,' again reverting to the infantile meaanre- 
ment. ' I have always meant to marry her — 
that is, if she would have me,' correcting 
himself, as Nan drew herself up a little 
proudly. ' Money or no money, there is not 
another girl in England that I wonld have for 
a wife. I wonld wait for her if I had to wait 
half my life, jost the same as she would wait 
for me ; and so, as I said before, when a 
jeUow has made up his mind, there is nothing 
more to say;' and here Dick pursed np his 
lips for a whistle, but thought better of it, 
and fell to twisting and untwisting the ends of 
his sandy moustache. 

Nan's downcast eyes revealed nothing. Bat 
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if Dick could only have seen the happy look 
in them ! What eloquence could ever have 
been so dear to her as that clear rough-and- 
ready statement of her lover's feelings for 
her ? ' There is not another girl in England 
that I would have for a wife.' Could any- 
thing surpass the beauty of that sentence ? 
Oh, how manly, how true he was, this Dick 
of hers ! 

' Oh indeed ! I am to say nothing, am I ?' 
returned Mr. Mayne, with exquisite irony. 
* My son is to dictate to me, and I am to be 
silent ! Oh, you young fool !' he muttered 
again under his breath ; but then for the 
moment words seemed to fail him. 

In spite of the wrath that was boiling 
within him, and to which he did not dare 
give vent in Nan's presence ; in spite of the 
grief and disappointment that his son's defi- 
ance had caused him, Dick's bearing filled 
bim with admiration and amazement. 

This boy of his was worth something, he 
thought. He had a clear head of his own, 
and could speak to some purpose. Was a 
likely young fellow like this to be thrown 
away on that Challoner girl ? Poor Nan ! 
38—2 
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Pretty and blooming as she looked, Mr. 
Mayne felt almost as though he hated her. 
^Vhy had she come between hie boy and him ? 
Had he a dozen sons, that he could Bpare 
one of them ? Was not Dick his only one — 
the sou of his right hand, his sole hope and 
ambition ? Mr. Mayne could have wept as 
these thoughts passed through his mind. 

It was at this moment that Kan thonght it 
right to speak. Dick had had hia say, but it 
was not for her to be silent. 

' Mr. Mayne, please listen to me a moment,' 
she said pleadingly. 

' No ; I must speak to your father,' as Dick, 
mach alarmed, tried to silence her. ' He must 
not think hard things of us, and misunder- 
stand QS.' 

' No, dear ; indeed, you had better be 
silent!' implored Dick anxiously; but Nan 
for once turned a deaf ear to him. 

' I must speak,' she persisted. * Mr. 
Mayne, it is quite true what Dick says ; we 
have been together all our lives, and have 
grown to care for each other. I cannot re- 
member the time ' — the tears coming into her 
bright eyes — ' when Dick was not far more to 
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me than a brother; it is all of such long 
standing, it is far, far too late to stop it 
now.' 

' We shall see about that, Miss Nancy,' 
muttered Mr. Mayne, between his teeth ; but 
the girl did not seem to hear him. 

' Dick took me by surprise just now. I 
ought to have been more on my guard, and 
not have given him that promise.' 

' What promise ?' demanded Mr. Mayne 
harshly ; and Nan hung her head, and returned 
shyly : 

' That I would marry him some time ; but 
indeed — indeed he made me say it, and I 
was so taken by surprise. No, Dick ; yon 
must let me finish,' for Dick was looking at 
her with piteous entreaty in his eyes. ' I 
know we were wrong to say bo much without 
your leave ; but indeed I will do your son 
no harm. I cannot marry anyone else, because 
I am engaged to him ; but as far as he is con- 
cerned, he is free. I wiU never marry him 
without your permission ; he shall not come 
here if you do not wish — but do not be so 
angry with us;' and here her lip quivered. 
' If you did not mean this to happen, you 
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sbonid have kept ns apart all these 
years.' 

' Oh, hash, dear !' whispered Dick in her 
ear ; bat Mr. Mayue ahuost tbruBt him aside, 
and laid a rough grasp on the girl's wrist. 
' Never mind him ; answer me one qnestion. 
Are yon seriooB in what yon say, that you 
■will never marry him without my permission ?' 

' Of course not,' answered Nan, quite 
shocked. ' Dick would not ask me to do 
each a thing ; he is far too honourable, and — 
and — no one would think of such a thing.' 

' Very well, that is all I wanted to know ;' 
and he released her, not over-gently: 'the 
rest I can settle with Master Dick himself. 
Good-moming, Miss Nancy; under the circum- 
stances, I do not think I wiU wait to see your 
mother. I am not quite in the mood for 
ladies ; perhaps, later on, I may have some- 
thing to say to her.' 

' Don't you mean to shake bands with me, 
Mr. Mayne ?' asked poor Nan, much distressed 
at the evil temper of Dick's father ; but there 
was no sign of softening. 

' Yes ; I will shake hands with yon, and 
gladly, if you will promise to be sensible and 
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send this boy of mine about his bnsiness. 
Come now, Nan ; own for my comfort that it 
is only a bit of boy-and-girl nonsense, that 
means nothing. I am not over-particolar, 
and do not object to a bit of flirting with 
young folk.' 

' Yon had better go with yonr father, Dick,' 
returned Nan, with much dignity, and quite 
ignoring this speech. 

Dick seized the little hand that had been 
so rudely rejected, and kissed it under his 
father's eyes. 

' I will see you again somehow,' he whis- 
pered ; and Nan was quite content with this 
promise. Dick would keep his word, she 
knew ; he would not leaye Hadleigh without 
seeing her. 

A very unpleasant hour ensued for poor 
Dick. Mr. Mayne was in one of his worst 
tempers; he had conducted himself to Nan 
in au ungentlemanly manner, and he knew it ; 
as Dick said to himself : 

' It is very hard on a fellow when one's 
father acts like a cad.' 

Mr. Mayne had shown himself a cad. No 
gentleman by birth or breeding would have 
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conducted himself in that offensive way. Bad 
temper had broken down the trammels of con- 
ventionality ; never before in his life had Dick 
felt BO utterly ashamed of his father. Mr. 
Mayne was conscions of his son's criticism, 
and it made things worse. 

It spoke well for Dick's prudence and self- 
command, that he let the storm of his father's 
anger break over his head, and said no word. 
Mr. Mayne ranted and raved. I am afraid 
he even swore once or twice — at least his 
language was undesirably strong — and Dick 
walked beside him and held his peace. * Poor 
old boy, he is terribly cut up about this !' he 
thought once. 

Mr. Drummond saw them coming along, 
and wondered at the energy of the older man. 
Was it the visit to the Friary that bad put 
him ont ? and then he fell anew into cogita- 
tion. "Who were these people who were so 
curious about the Ohalloners? At least that 
sulky young fellow had taken no apparent 
interest, for he had made an excuse to leave 
them ; but the other one had persisted in 
very close investigation. Perhaps he was 
some relation — an uncle, or distant cousin — 
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flvidently he had some right or claim to be 
displeased. Archie determined to solve the 
mystery as soon as possible. 

'Well, sir, have you nothing to say for 
yourself ?' demanded Mr. Mayne, when he 
had fairly exhausted himself. He had dis- 
inherited Dick half a dozen times — he had 
deprived him of his liberal allowance^he had 
spoken of a projected voyage to New Zealand ; 
and Dick had only walked on steadily, and 
thought of the cold trembling little hand he 
had kissed. ' Have you nothing to say for 
yourself?' he vociferated. 

Dick woke np at this. 

' Oh yes, I have plenty to say,' he re- 
turned cheerfully ; ' but two cannot talk at 
once, you know. It was right for you to 
have the first innings, and all that ; and, I 
say, father ' — his filial feelings coming to the 
surface — ' I am awfaUy sorry, and so is Nan, 
to see you so vexed.' 

' Speak for yourself,' was the wrathful 
answer. ' Don't mention that girl's name in 
my hearing for the present.' 

' "Whose name — Nan's ?' returned Dick 
innocently. ' I don't see how we are to keep 
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it oat of the conversation, when the row is 
all aboat her. Look here, father — ^I say again 
I am awfully sorry you are vexed; but, as 
N — she says, it is too late to mend matters 
now. I have made my choice, for better for 
worse, and I am sorry it does not please 
you.' 

' Please me !' retorted Mr. Mayne ; and 
then he added venomously : ' The girl said 
you would not marry without my permission ,* 
but I will never give it. Come, Dick, it is 
no use thwarting me in this; you are our 
only child, and we have other plans for you. 
Pshaw ! you are only a boy I You have not 
seen the world yet. There are dozens of girls 
far prettier than this Nan. Give this non- 
sense up, and there is nothing I will not do 
for you : you shall travel, have your liberty, 
do as you like for the next two or three years, 
and I will not worry you about marrying. 
Why, you are only one-and-twenty ; and you 
have two more years of University life ! 
What an idea — a fine young fellow like you 
talking of tying yourself down to matri- 
mony 1' 

' There is no use in my going back to 
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Oxford, father,' returned Dick steadily; 
' thank yon kindly all the same, but it wonld 
be sheer waste of time and money. I have 
made np my mind to go into the City ; it is 
the fashionable thing nowadays. And one 
does not need Greek and Latin for that, 
thoagh, of course, it is an advantage to a 
fellow, and gives him a standing ; but, as I 
have to get my own living, I cannot afford 
the two years. Your old chums Stanfield 
and Stanfield would give me a berth at 
once.' 

' Is the boy mad ? What on earth do you 
mean by all this tomfoolery ?' demanded Mr. 
Mayne, unable to believe his ears. His 
small gray eyes opened widely and irately on 
his son ; but Dick took no notice. He walked 
on, with his shoulders looking rather square 
and determined ; the comers of his mouth 
were working rebelliously — evidently he did 
not dare to look at his father, for fear of 
breaking into incontrollable laughter. Beally, 
the dear old boy was getting too absurd ; he 
— ^Dick — could not stand it much longer. 
* What in the name of all that is foolish do 
yon mean, sir ?' thmidered Mr. Mayne. 
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Dick executed a low whistle, and then he 
said in an aggrieved voice : 

' Well, father, I don't call you very con- 
sistent. I suppose I know what being dis- 
inherited means ? In plain language, yon 
have told me about half a dozen times that if 
I stick to Nan I am not to expect a shi lli ng 
of your money. Now, in my own mind, of 
course I call that precious hard on a fellow, 
considering I have not been such a bad sort 
of son after all. But I am not going to 
quarrel with you about that ; a man has a 
right to do as he likes with his own money.' 

' Yes ; but, Dick, you are going to be 
sensible, you knoWj and drop the girl ?' in a 
wheedling sort of tone. 

' Excuse me, father ; I am going to do 
nothing of the kind,' returned Dick, with 
sudden firmness. * I am going to stick to 
her, as you did to my mother ; and for just as 
long, if it must be so. I am not a bit a&aid 
that you will not give yoor permission, if we 
only wait long enough to prove that we are 
in earnest. The only thing I am anxious 
abont is how I am to get my living ; and that 
is why I will not consent to waste any more 
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time at the University. The Bar is too up- 
hill work: — money is made quickest in the 
City ; so if yon will he good enough to give 
me an introdnction to Stanfield and Stanfield 
— I know they are a rattling good sort of 
people — that is all I will trouble you about 
at present;' and Dick drew in a long breath 
of relief after this weighty speech. 

' Do you mean this, Dick ?' asked Mr. 
Mayne, rather feebly. 

They had reached the hotel now, and as 
they entered the private room where their 
luncheon was awaiting them, he sat down as 
though he had grown suddenly old and tired, 
and rested his head on his hand, perhaps to 
hide the moisture that had gathered under his 
shaggy eyebrows. 

' Yea, father, I do,' returned Dick ; bat he 
spoke very gently, and his hand touched his 
father's shoulder caressingly. ' Let me give 
you some wine ; all this business has taken it 
out of you.' 

' Yes, I have had a blow, Dick — my only 
boy has given me a blow,' returned Mr. 
Mayne pathetically ; but as he took the wine 
his hand trembled. 
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' I am awfully sorry,' answered Dick peni- 
tently ; ' if there were anything else you had 
asked me but this — but I cannot give np 
Nan ;' and as he pronounced the name, Dick's 
eyes shone with pride and tenderness. He 
was a soft-hearted affectionate young fellow, 
and this quarrel with his father was costing 
him a great deal of pain ; in everything else 
he would have been submissive to his parents. 
But now he had a purpose and responsibility 
in his life ; he had to be faithful to the girl 
whom he had won ; he mnst think for her 
now as well as for himself. How sweet was 
this sense of dual existence, this unity of 
heart and aim I 

Mr. Mayne fairly groaned as he read the 
expression on his son's face. Dick's youthful 
countenance was stamped with honest resoln- 
tion. *I am going to stick to her as yon 
did to my mother ' — that was what he had 
said. If this were true, it was all over with 
Dick's chances with the pretty little heiress — 
he would never look at her or her thirty 
thousand pounds; 'but all the same he, 
Richard Mayne, would never consent to his 
son maiTying a dressmaker. If she had only 
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not disgraced herself, if she had not brought 
this humiliation on them, he might have been 
brought to listen to their pleading in good 
time, and at his own pleasure; but now, 
never — never!' he muttered, and set his teeth 
hard. 

' Dick,' he said suddenly, for there had been 
ntter silence for a space. 

' Yes, father.' 

' You have upset me very much, and made 
me very unhappy; but I wish you to say 
nothing to your mother, and we will talk 
about this again. Promise me one thing — that 
yon will go back to Oxford at least until 
Christmas.' 

* What is the good of that, sir ?' asked his 
son dubiously. 

' What is the good of anything ? for you 
have taken every bit of ple^ure out of my 
life ; but at least you can do as much as this 
for me.' 

'Oh yes, father, if you wish it!' returned 
Dick, more cheerfully ; * but all the same, I 
have fixed upon a City life.' 

' We will talk of that again,' replied his 
father ; ' and, Dick, we go home to-morrow, 
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Emd anless yon promise me not to come down 
to Hadleigh between this and Christmas, I 
shall be obliged to speak to Mrs. Challoner.' 

' Oh, there is no need for that,' retmned 
Dick sulkily. 

' You give me your word ?' 

' Oh yes,' pushing aside his chair with a 
kick. ' It would be no use coming down to 
Hadleigh, for Nan would not speak to me. I 
know her too well for that. She has got 
such a conscience, you know. I shall write 
to her, but I do not know if she will answer 
my letters ; but it does not matter — we shall 
both be true as steel. ' If you don't want 
me any more I think I will have a cigar on 
the beach, for this room is confoundedly hot ;' 
and without waiting for permission, Dick 
strode off, stm sulky, and folly aware that his 
father meant to follow him, for fear of his 
footsteps straying again down the Braidwood 
Eoad. 
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CHAPTER XYI. 

' DICK IS TO BE OUE EBAL BBOTHEE.' 

SEVER was a father more devoted to 
his son's company than Mr. Mayne 
was that day. Dick's cigar was 
hardly alight before his father had joined him. 
When Dick grew weary of throwing stones 
aimlessly at imaginary objects, and voted the 
beach slow, Mr. Mayne proposed a walk with 
alacrity. They dined together — not talking 
mnch, it is tme, for Dick was still snlky, 
and his father tired and inclined to headache ; 
bat keeping np a show of conversation for the 
waiter's benefit. But when that fonctionary 
had retired, and the wine was on the table, 
Dick made no farther effort to be agreeable ; 
bat placed himself in the window- seat and 
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stared moodily at the sea, while his father 
watched him and drank his wine in silence. 

Mr. Mayne was fighting against drowsiness 
vaUantly. 

Dick knew this, and was waiting for an 
opportunity to make his escape. 

' Had we not hetter ring for lights and 
coffee T asked his father, as he felt the first 
ominous sensations stealing oyer him. 

' Not just yet. I feel rather disposed for 
a nap myself ; and it is a shame to shut ont 
the moonlight,' returned that wicked Dick, 
calling np a fib to his aid, and closing his 
eyes as he spoke. 

The bait took. In another five minutes 
Mr. Mayne was nodding in earnest, and Dick 
on tiptoe had just softly closed the door 
behind him, and was taking his straw hat 
from its peg. 

Nan was walking ap and down the little 
dark lawn, feeling restless and ont of sorts 
after the agitation of the morning, when she 
heard a low whistle at the other side of the 
wall, and her heart felt suddenly as light as 
a feather. 

Dick saw her white gown as she came 
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down the flagged path to the gate to let him 
in. The moonlight seemed to light it up 
with a sort of glory. 

' Yon are a darliag not to keep me waiting, 
for we have not a moment to lose,' he whis- 
pered, as she came np close to him. ' He is 
asleep now, bnt he will wake up as soon 
as he misses me. Haye you expected me 
before, Nan ? But indeed I have not been 
left to myself a moment.' 

* Oh, I knew all about it, my poor Dick,' 
she answered, looking at him so softly. 
' Phillis is reading to mother in the parlour, 
and Dulce is in the work-room. I have 
nowhere to ask yon unless you come in and 
talk to them. But mother is too upset to see 
you, I am afraid.' 

' Let us wait here,' returned Dick boldly. 
* No one can hear what we say, and I must 
speak to you alone. No ; I had better not see 
your mother to-night, and the girls would be 
in the way. Shall you he tired, dear, if you 
stand out here a moment talking to me ? for I 
dare not wait long.' 

' Oh no, I shall not be tired,' answered 
Nan gently. Tired, when she had her own 
39—2 
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Dick near her — when she conld speak to him 
— look at him ! 

' All right ; but it is my daty to look after 
yon, now you belong to me,' returned Dick 
proudly. ' "Whatever happens — however long 
we may be separated, you must remember 
that — that you belong to me — that you will 
have to account to me if you do not take care 
of yourself.' 

Nan smiled happily at this, and then she 
said : 

' I have told mother all about it, and she 
is dreadfally distressed about your father's 
auger. She cried bo, and took his pui, and 
said she did not wonder that he would not 
listen to us. He would feel it such a dis- 
grace, his son wanting to marry a dress- 
maker. She made me unhappy, too, when 
she put it all before me in that way,' and 
here Nan's face paled perceptibly in the 
moonlight, ' for she made me see how hard 
it is on him, and on your mother, too 1 Oh, 
Dick! don't yon think you ought to listen 
to them, and not have anything more to do 
with me ?' 

' Nan, I am shocked at you 1' 
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' Bnt, Dick I' 

* I tell you I am utterly shocked I You 
to say such a thing to ray face, when we 
have been as good as engaged to each other 
all our lives I Who cares for the trumpery 
drcEsmaking ? Not 1 1' 

' But your father I' persisted Nan, but very 
faintly, for Dick's eyes were blazing with 
anger. 

' Not another word I Nan, how dare you — 
after what you have promised this morning I 
Have I not been worried and badgered 
enough, without your turning on me iu this 
way ? If you won't marry me, you won't ; 
but I shall be a bachelor all my life for your 
sake 1' and Dick, who wfu so sore, poor 
fellow, that he was ready to quarrel with her 
out of the very fulness of his love, actually 
made a movement as though to leave her, 
only Nan caught him by the arm in quite a 
frightened way. 

' Dick! dear Dick!' 

' Well,' rather sullenly. 

' Oh, don't leave me like this ! It would 
break my heart ! I did not mean to make 
you angry. I was only pleading with you 
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for yoor own good. Of course, I will keep 
my promise. Have I not been true to yon 
all my life ? Oh, Dick ! how can you turn 
from me like this ?' and Nan actually began 
to sob in earnest, only Dick's sweet temper 
retnmed in a moment at the sight of her 
distress, and he fell to comforting her with 
all his might ; and after this things went on 
more smoothly. 

He told her about his conversation with bis 
father, and how he had planned a City life 
for himself; but here Nan timidly interposed. 

' Would that not be a pity, when you had 
always meant to study for the Bar ?' 

* Not a bit of it,' was the confident answer. 
' That was my father's wish, not mine. I 
don't mind telling you in confidence that I 
am not at all a shining light. I am a&aid I 
am rather a dufi'er, and shall not make my 
mark in the world. I have always thought 
desk-work must be rather a bore ; but, after 
all, with a good introduction, and a tolerable 
berth, one is pretty sure of getting on in the 
City. "What I want is to make a little nest 
cosy for somebody, and as quick as ] 
— eh. Nan ?' 
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' I do not mind waiting,' faltered Nan. 
Bnt she felt at this moment no lover could 
have been so absolutely perfect as her Dick. 

' Oh, that is what girls always say/ returned 
Dick, rather loftily. * They are never in a 
hurry. They would wait seven — ten years — 
half a lifetime. But with us men it is 
different. I am not a bit afraid of you. I 
know you will stick to me like a brick, and 
all that ; and father will come round when 
he sees we are in earnest. But all the same, 
I want to have you to myself as soon as 
possible. A fellow hkes the feeling of work- 
ing for his wife. I hate to think of these 
pretty fingers stitching away for other 
people. I want them to work for me — do 
you understand, Nan ?' and Nan, of course, 
understood. 

Dick, poor fellow I had not much time for 
his love-making ; he and Nan had too much 
business to settle. Nan had to explain to 
him that her mother was of opinion that, 
mider the present circumstances, nothing 
ought to be done to excite Mr. Mayne's 
wrath. Dick might write to her mother 
sometimes, just to let them know how he was 
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getting on; but between tbe yoong people 
tbemselves there mast be no correspondence. 

* Mother says it will not be honourable, 
and that we are not properly engaged.' And, 
though Dick combated this rather stoutly, he 
gave in at last ; and agreed that, imtil tbe 
new year, he would not claim his rights, or 
infringe the sacred privacy of the Priary. 

' And now I must go,' said Dick, with a 
great sigh ; ' and it is good-bye for months. 
Now I do not mean to ask your leave — ^for 
you are such a girl for scruples, and all that ; 
and you might take it into yonr head to refuse 
me — BO there!' 

Dick's words were mysterions ; but he very 
soon made his meaning plain. 

Nan said, * Oh, Dick I' but made no farther 
protest. After all, whatever Mr. Mayne and 
her mother said, they were engaged. 

As Dick closed the Httle gate behind him, 
he was aware of a tall figure looming in the 
darkness. 

' Confound that parson I What does he 
mean by loafing about here ?' he thought, 
feeling something like a pugnacious bull-dog 
at the prospect of a possible rival. ' I foi^ot 
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to ask Nan aboat him ; bnt I dare say he is 
after one of the other girls ;' but these reflec- 
tions were nipped in the bud, as the short, . 
sturdy form of Mr. Mayne was dimly visible 
in the road. 

Dick chuckled softly ; he could not help it. 

' All right, dear old boy,' he said to him- 
self; and then he stepped up briskly, and 
took his father's arm. 

* Do you call this honourable, sir ?' began 
Mr. Mayne, in a most irascible voice. 

'I callit very neat,' returned Dick cheer- 
fully. * My dear pater, everything is fair in 
love and war ; and if you vrill nap at un- 
seasonable times — but that comes of early 
rising, as I have often told you.' 

' Hold your tongue, sir 1' was the violent 
rejoinder. 'It is a mean trick you have 
served me, and you know it. We will go 
back to-night ; nothing will induce me to 
sleep in this place. You are not to be 
trusted. You told me a downright lie. You 
were humbugging me, sir, with your naps.' 

' I will plead guilty to a fib, if you like,' 
was Dick's careless answeii ' What a fuss 
you are making, father t I^ you never tell 
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one in your life ? Now, what is the use of 
pntting yooTflelf oat ? — it is not good at yonr 
age, sir. "What would my mother say ? It 
might bring on apoplexy, after that port- 
wine.' 

' Confonnd your impertinence !' rejoined 
Mr. Mayne angrily j but Dick patted his coat- 
sleeve pleasantly. 

' There, that will do. I think you have 
relieved your feelings sufficiently. Now we 
will go to basiness. I have seen Nan, and 
told her all aboat it ; and she has had it out 
with her mother. Mrs. Challoner will not 
hear of onr writing to each other ; and I am 
not to show my face at the Friary without 
your permission. There is no fibbing or 
want of honour there — Nan is not the girl to 
encourage a fellow to take Uberties.' 

' Oh, indeed I' sneered Mr. Mayne ; but he 
listened attentively for all that. And his 
gloomy eyebrows relaxed in the darkness. 
The girl was not behaving so badly, after 
all. 

' So we said good-bye,' continued Dick, 
keeping the latter part of the interview to 
himself; ' and in October I shall go hack for 
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the term, as I promised. We can settle abont 
the other things after Christmas.' 

' Oh yea, we can talk about that by-and- 
by,' replied his father hastily; and then he 
waxed cheerful all at once, and called his 
son's attention to some new honses they were 
boilding. ' After all, Hadleigh is not snch a 
bad little place,' he observed ; ' and they gave 
US a very good dinner at the hotel. It is not 
everyone who can cook fish like that;' and 
then Dick knew that the storm had blown 
over for the present, amd that his father 
intended to make himself pleasant, and ignore 
all troublesome topics. 

Dick was a little tired when he went to 
bed ; but, on the whole, he was not unhappy. 
It was quite true that the idea of a City life 
was repugnant to him, but the thought of Nan 
sweetened even that. Nothing else remained 
to him if his father chose to be disagreeable 
and withdraw his allowance, or threaten to 
cut . him off with a shilling, as other fellows' 
fathers did in novels. 

' It is uncommonly unpleasant, having to 
wage war with one's own father,' thought 
Dick, as he laid his sandy head on the pillow. 
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' He Is such an old tramp, too, that it goes 
againat the grain. Bat when it comes to 
his wanting to choose a wife for me, it is' too 
much of a good thing — it is tyranny fit for 
the Middle Ages. Let him threaten if he 
likes. He will find I shall take his threats 
in earnest. After Christmas I will have it 
oat with him again ; and if he wUl not listen 
to reason, I will go np to Mr. James Stanfield 
myself, and then he will see that I mean 
what I say. Heigho ! I am not sach a 
lucky fellow as Hamilton always thinks me ;' 
and at this juncture of his sad cogitations 
Dick forgot all about it, and fell asleep. 

Yes ; Dick slept the sleep of the just. It 
was Mr. Drummond who was wakeful and 
uneasy that night. A vague sense of something 
wrong tormented him waking and sleeping. 

Who was that sandy-headed young fellow 
who had been twice to the Friary that day ? 
What business had he to be shutting the gate 
after him in that free-and-easy way at ten 
o'clock at night ? He must find it out some- 
how — he must make an excuse for calling 
there, and put the c[uestion as indifferently as 
he could ; but even when he made up his mind 
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to parsae this coarse, Archie felt jast as rest- 
less as ever. 

He made his way to the cottage as early 
as possible. Fhillis, who was alone in the 
work-room, coloured a little, as she saw him 
coming in at the gate. He came so often, he 
was so kind, so attentive to them all, and yet 
she had a dim donbt in her mind that troubled 
her at times. Was it for Kan's sake that he 
came ? Could she speak and undeceiye him 
before things went too far with him ? Yes, 
when the opportmiity offered, she thought she 
could speak, even though the speaking would 
be painful to her. 

Mr. Drummond looked round the room 
with a disappointed air as he entered, and 
then he came up to Phillis. 

' You are alone ?' he said, with a regretful 
accent in his voice — at least Fhillis fancied 
she detected it. ' How is that ? are your 
sisters out, or busy ?' 

' Oh, we are always busy,' returned Phillis 
lightly ; but curiously enough ^e, felt a little 
sore at his tone. 'Nan has gone down to 
Albert Terrace to take a &esh order, and 
Dulce is in the town somewhere with mother. 
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Don't yon mean to sit down, Mr. Dmmmond ? 
or is your business with mother ? She will 
not be back jnst yet, but I conld give ber any 
message.' Phillis said this as she stitched 
away with energy ; but one goick glance had 
shown her that Mr. Dmmmond was looking 
irresolate and iU at ease as he stood beside her. 

' Thank yon, but I mnst not stay and 
hinder yon. Yes, my business was with yoor 
mother ; bnt it is of no consequence, and I can 
call again.' Nevertheless, he . sat down and 
deposited his felfc hat awkwardly enongb on 
the table. He liked Phillis, bnt he was a 
little a&aid of ber; she was shrewd, and 
seemed to have the knack of reading one's 
thoughts. He was wondering how be should- 
bring his question on the tapis; but Phillis, 
by some marvellous intuition that reaUy 
surprised her, had already come to the con- 
clusion that this visit meant something. He 
bad seen Dick — perhaps be wanted to £nd 
out all about him. Certainly be was not quite 
himself to-day. Yes, that mnst be what he 
wanted. Phillis's kind heart and mother-wit 
were always ready for an emergency. 

'How full Hadleigh is getting,' she 



,Go 



)gle 



'Dick is to he our real Brother' 303 

remarked pleasantly, as she adjusted the 
trimming of a sleeve. 'Do you know some 
old neighboars of oars from Oldfield turned 
up unexpectedly yesterday ? They are going 
away to-day, though,' she added, with a litHe 
regret in her voice. 

Archie brightened up visibly at this. 

* Oh, indeed !' he observed with alacrity. 
' Not a very long visit ; perhaps they came 
down purposely to see you.* 

' Yes, of course,' returned Phillis con- 
fusedly. ' They had intended staying some 
days at the hotel, but Mr. Mayne suddenly 
changed his mind, much to our and Dick's 
disappointment ; but it could not be helped.' 

'Dick,' echoed Archie, a little surprised at 
this familiarity ; and then he added some- 
what awkwardly : ' I think I saw the young 
man and his father at the library yesterday ; 
and last night as I was coming from the 
station I encountered him again at your gate.' 

*yes, that was Dick,' answered Phillis, 
stooping a little over her work. ' He is not 
handsome, poor fellow 1 but he is as nice as 
possible. They live at Longmead ; that is 
next door to oar dear old Glen Cottage, and 
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the gardens adjoined. We call him Dick 
becauBe we have known him all oar lives, 
and he has been a sort of brother to qb.' 

* Oh yes, I see,' drawled Archie slowly. 'That 
sort of thing is very nice when you have not 
a man belonging to yon. It is a Uttle awk- 
ward sometimes, for people do not always see 
this sort of relationship. He seemed a nice 
sort of fellow, I should say,' he continued, m 
hiB patronizing way, stroking his beard com- 
placently. After all, the sandy-headed youth 
was no possible rival. 

' Oh, Bick is ever so nice,' answered Phillis 

enthusiastically ; * not good enough for ' 

and then she stopped and broke her thread. 
* I am glad we are so' fond of him,' she con- 
tinued, rather hurriedly, 'because Dick is to 
be our real brother some day. He and Nan 
have cared for each other all their lives, and, 
though Mr. Mayne ia dreadfally angry about 
it, they consider themselves as good as en- 
gaged, and mean to live down his opposition. 
They came to an understanding' yesterday,' 
finished Phillis, who was determined to bring 
it all out. 

' Oh, indeed,' returned Archie ; ' that must 
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be a great relief, I am sore. There is yonr 
little dog whining at the door — may T let him 
in ?' and, -withont waiting for an answer, 
Archie had darted ont in pnismt of Laddie, 
but not before Pbillis's swiit npward glance 
had shown her a face that had grown per- 
ceptibly paler in the last few minntes. 

' Oh, poor fellow I I was right !' thought 
Fhillis, and the tears mshed to her eyes. ' It 
was best to speak. I see that now ; and he 
will get over it if he thinks no one knows it. 
How I wish I conld help him I bnfc it will 
never do to show the least sympathy. I 
have no right;' and here Fhillis sighed, and 
her gray eyes grew dark with pain for a 
moment. Archie was rather a long time 
absent ; and then he came back with Laddie 
in his arms, and stood by the window. 

' Yonr news has interested me very much,' 
he said, and Ms voice was quite steady. ' I 
snppose, as this — this engagement is not 
public, I had better not wish yonr sister joy, 
onless yon do it for me.' 

'Oh no ; there is no need of that,' re- 
tnnied Fhillis, Id a low voice. ' Mother 
might not like my mentioning it ; but -I 
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thonght yon might wonder about Diok, 
and ' here Phillis got eonfiised. 

' Thank Jom,' replied Archie qnietly ; hnt 
now he looked at her. ' You are very kind. 
Yes, it was best for me to know ;' and then, 
as "Philliw rose and gave him her hand, for he 
had taken np his hat as he spoke, ahe read at 
once that her caution had been in vain — that 
he had fnll understanding why the news had 
been told to him, and him only, and that he 
was grateful to her for so telling him. 

Poor Phillifil she had accomplished her 
task; and yet, as the door closed behind the 
young clergyman, two or three tears fell on 
her work. He was not angry with her ; on 
the contrary, he had thanked her, and the 
grasp of his hand bad been as cordial as ever. 
But, in spite of the steadiness of his voice 
and look, the arrow had pierced between the 
joints of his armonr. He might not be fiitally 
wounded — that was not in the girl's power 
to know ; but that he was in some way hort 
— made miserable with a man's misery — of 
this she was acntely sensible; and the 
strangest longing to comfort him — to tell 
him how much she admired his fortitude 
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■ — eame over her, with a Btrong stinging pain 
that sarprised her. 

Archie had the longeet walk that day that 
he had ever had in hie Hfe. He came in 
quite fagged and foot-sore to his dinner, and 
far too tired to eat. Mattie told him he looked 
ill and wom-ont ; hut, though he generally 
resented any such personal remarks, he 
merely told her very gently that he was tired, 
and that he would like a cup of coffee in his 
study, and not to be disturbed. And when Bhe 
took in the coffee presently, she found him 
buried in the depths of his easy-chair, and 
evidently half asleep, and stole out of the 
room on tiptoe. 

But his eyes opened very speedily as soon 
as the door closed upon her. It was not 
sleep he wanted, but some moral strength to 
bear a pain that threatened to be unendurable. 
How had that girl read his secret ? Surely 
he had not betrayed himself ! Nan had not 
discovered it, for her calmness and sweet un- 
consciousness had never varied in his pre- 
sence. Never for an instant had her chang- 
ing colonr testified to the faintest uneasiness. 
He understood the reason of her reserve now. 
40—2 
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Her tboQgbtB had been \rith this Dick ; and 
here Archie groaned and hid his faee. 

Not mortally hnrt, perhaps ; hut still the 
pain and the sense of loss were very hitter to 
this young man, who had felt for weeks past 
that his life ww permeated by the sweetness 
and graciousneBB of Kati's presence. How 
lovely she had seemea to him — ^the ideal girl 
of his dreams I It was love at first sight. 
He knew that now. His man's heart had 
heen set on the hope of winning her, and 
now she was lost to him. Never for one 
moment had she belonged to him, or coold 
belong to bim. ' He and Nan have cared for 
each other all their Uves ' — that is what her 
sister had told him ; and what remained bnt 
for bim to stamp oat this craze and fever 
before it mastered him and robbed bim of his 
peace ? 

' I am not the only man who has had to 
suffer,' thought Archie, as hoars ailer he 
stumbled np to bed in the darkness. 'At 
least, it makes it easier to know that no one 
shares my pain. These things are Jbetter 
battled ont alone. I conld not bear even 
Grace's sympathy in this.' And yet, as 
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Archie said this -to himself, he recalled with- 
ont any bitterness the half-tender, half-pitying 
look in Phillis's eyes. ' She was sorry for 
me. She saw it all ; and it was kind of her 
to tell me,' thought the yoong man. 

He had no idea that Fhillis was at that 
moment whispering little wistfnl prayers in 
the darkness that he mijit soon be comforted. 

Who knows how many such prayers are 
flung out into the deep of God's mercy — 
comfort for such an one whom we would fain 
comfort ourselves ; feeble utterances and cries 
of pity ; the stretching out of ^elpless hands, 
which nevertheless may bring down blessings I 
But so it shall be while men and women 
struggle and fall, and weep the tears common 
to humanity, ' untU all eyes are dried in the 
cleu: light of eternity, and the sorest heart 
shall then own the wisdom of the cross that 
had been Md upon them.' 
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